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BOOK 
GATEWAYS 


RAC De: hdd 6c 1,.0.0.D 


was taken and envcloped in a cloud; 
_ Lic bore me onwards swiftly, lands and seas 
Melted, faded soon away, 
Dying streaks of blue and green; 
I was held prisoner in a bed of light 
Covering me with flake on flake of gold, 
Golden eddies, golden waves 
Through which spun and shot and danced 
Laughing, bubbling endless fire 
Breaking on my soul in light. 


No more alone I was that hour but utterly 
changed; 

Losing myself in this supreme adventure; 

Utterly surrendering my soul, 

I lay within the cloud-bank, saw the sky 

Break into steep on steep, blue shadow beyond 

Ineffably content (shadow. 

I rode the strong young golden cloud that rese 
as a bold swimmer, breasting 

Some unexplored, new ocean, 


And all the while he filled my heart with light. 


Flashes of red sparks shot and paled and died 
away, 

Flashes of blue sparks burned through me, 
bone and fibre 

Washed and weightless, breathing, dreaming 

In the glory of my flight; 


[15] 


Orange sunsets rested 

One instant on the ocean: 

Outwards through the crimson spray, 
Blown about my prow in passing, 
Dripping in dark scarlet, 


I went on to an unknown island. 


I have wakened in the morning on a peak: 

Seen beneath me slope on slope of snow, 

And the cavernous abysses 

Where falls the ocean cataract that has no 
human name. 

There I saw the clouds go by, 

Peacock-tails across the west 

To some harbour of desire; 

But my cloud, this thunder-god, 

Lips of light, and brow of flame, 

Held me passive to his will, 

But one little inch from death. 


I was taken and enveloped in a cloud, 

Winds awoke and called me far away; 

Now I wave a veiled farewell 

To the lands I knew and loved, 

To the crimson sunset, resting far off on black 
mountains. 

When there rises the full moon 

I shall sail on rapidly in the waning light, 

Flearing underneath me the swift billowy rush 
of spray. 

But the white cloud, milkily crested, 


£16) 


Shot and throbbing with pale fire, 
Whirls me over infinite oceans 
Which the gates of back-flung sunset let 
escape. 


B.R. [ “ ] B 


loeP ren EAS RON PEER 
AY xc passed over the world, 


| And seen three seas and two mountains, 
He came to the last frontier. 


On a hilltop 

‘There were two men making a hole in the 
ground: 

And beside it, his own dead body lay. 


The thin man stroked his beard, 

And wondered if the grave was deep enough; 
The fat man sweated and dug, 

And longed for a glass of beer. 


Meantime his body lay there, 

In a shabby suit, on a bed of wet leaves. 

And the clouds of the evening, blown from 
beyond the world, 

Swung lightly past his face; 


But he waited until 

The body was dropped and the earth shovelled 
deep upon it: 

The lean man put up a cross, 

The fat man stumped off home. . 


Then he went back from the last frontier 
To the countries he had known years ago; 
To the palaces of night and the peaks ringed 


Without hope. {with fire, 
[18] 


DESAD ARWeN © 


HEN we look for the dawn, 
She will not come; 

Weary and dumb 

And red will be our night: 

But when we are ended 

With longing and secking, 

Dawn will arise, 

She will come forth on earth. 


She will walk through 

Long deserted streets, 

Knocking at doorways 

Of houses barred and still. 

‘The dawn will come summoning us: 
But we who awaited her, 

Will stare at grey cobwebs 

Draping blank walls. 


When all life is ended, 
When all hope is lost, 
When we, the flame-seekers, 
Turn back into clay; 

Dawn will wake echoes on 
‘Grey, empty pavements, 
Dawn will leap laughing 


Out of the night. 


[19] 
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wAve hung over the city like an enor-. 
mous cloud 
Crested with smoky foam, and menaced him 
with death; 
But he did not fear for he had been blown out 
upon the sky {the eaves; 
Like a tired swallow travelling to its nest against 
And through the great grey wave, astonished, 
Hie plungeds.. [resolute, 


The light went out and there was nothing eft 
But the shouting fall of water, the whirl and 
Then he awoke and saw (drift of spray; 
That the waters beat straight down, 
Till the houses of the city were all broken, 
And there arose [washed away, 
Out of the boiling eddies no more men, but 
gods. 


Gods with white laughter crowned arose and 
fought and sang, 

Naked as time, through the blinding drift that 
beat about their knees; 

They pelted each other with snowballs torn 
from a comet’s tail. 

They screamed and shook with laughter, they 
hugged and danced and sang, 

And all around the bare horizon rang 

With the glory that no future could assail. — 


[20] 


Yet all the while he lay, still as death, still as 
death; 

Still as white waters lapping softly under a 
lagging moon, 

A tired swallow blown from his nest against the 
eaves, 

He lay and listened secretly, and still the gusty 
breath 

Of thunderous laughter crashed about the 
cloudless sky till noon. 


[2r] 


LV. Te CAVES 


ut of the cave-mouth climbing, 
There are seven pillars before me; 
Glowing upon a hilltop, 
As made of polished quartz. 
The sky and the sunlight 
Bend down before them; 
The gulls soar with clamourings 


Up to their feet. 


The cave behind is darkened; 

The floor slips sharply downwards. | 
Long brown dripping spars of rock, 
Dull smouldering gleams; 
Green-shadowed silence 

For some rite forgotten, 

It pitches steeply inwards— 

While my path goes on. 


Out of the cave-mouth climbing, 
Burnt grey rocks in sunlight; 
Blue slopes of sea, 

Beyond, lonely hills; 

And seven tall pillars 

With the sun behind them: 

The goal of my journey, 

That I soon will attain. 


I have reared up an altar to silence, 
In the brown cave-mouth; 


[22] 


Heaped heavy stones, 
Kindled a torch, 

Spoken farewell 

To the dark dripping walls 
And the windless, cold quiet, 
‘Troubled with echoes, 

Of the cave whence I depart. 


[23] 


VE NPO1Oay 


HE moon, in her pallid last quarter, falls 

ips. through the burning blue sky, 

Which, filled with pearl-coloured clouds charg- 
ing, blown out by the winds from the 
west, 

Is galloping fast to the mountains that rear up 
their cloudy dark brows: 

Below is the leopard-flecked ocean, shadow- 
spotted, a great space where foam 

Is tossed over the purple-brown shallow straight 
on to the rim of the sands 

Stretching out in brown-ribbed desolation, 
naked and smooth and unchanged 

As before any human came hither to spy out 
the peaks and the vales. 

Valley on valley, peak after peak, flecked ever 

~ with flying white cloud; 

And, amid them, the waste of the uplands 
where the winds race forever to shore; 

And the moon in her pallid last quarter falling 
west through the burning blue sky, 

Noon in the druids’ grey circle of stones and 
happiness clutched in my heart. 


[24] 


Nelo rie O'S & 


if HAVE wandered about the streets of many 
cities, 

Have seen old towns and sea-coasts, lonely 
Have spoken with weary dreamers __[islands, 
On long afternoons of silence; | 

And now I know that life is nothing else 

But blue smoke rising slowly in stil] air, 

As I lie on my back all the long afternoon, 
And watch the light to westward slowly chang- 


ing, 
Below me slopes of bracken, above my head 
pale sky. 


[25] 


ViLT > ANSE ET OsGak 


n hour has gone while I have been sitting 
here; | 
Out of the million or so that make my life, 
One more has passed: 
Others will follow. 


An hour of listless solitude; 

Who knows what has become of it? 
Or is it useless after all 

To sit aloof and dream? 


One hour more; 

The lean grey riders of the surf rise high on the 
horizon. 

The blue peaks once again are veiled in thick 


grey capes. 


An hour has gone; 

And all of it the wind knows and the sun has 
‘The dark hills hold its secret, (taken; 
With the far hopes of men, who hope in vain. 


[26] 


Veh. a. GALES 


HERE are red gates of painted ivory, 
And smoky gates of horn; 

And secret gates within our lives 

Where, once shut out, we never may return; 

But the day I drifted through 

The gates of blue and green, 

I have not yet forgotten, 

And never can forget. 


The sun lay lifeless on the water; 

The distant lands on the horizon 

Were utterly blotted out 

By veils of slate-grey haze; 

The hills stood up quite naked, 

Made as of glass with the sun burning through 
The hills swung open [them: 
On the day that I set forth. 


It was noonday within my life, 
Noonday upon the hills, 

Grey calm on the glassy water, 
When I set forth to sea. 

I did not seek to wander, 

I merely drifted by, 

Towards the desolate ocean 
Which held for me my path. 


There are dark gates on which we vainly beat, 
And others we pass by, 


[27] 


And some that suddenly let us through, ~ 
When we find there is no returning. 

‘But the gates of blue and green 

That opened for me that hour— 

The thundercloud that lifted like a door 
And showed for me glassy untroubled oceans 
Ringed wide to the horizon— 

I shall not ever forget. 


[28] 
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‘come and I return to a place of stone, 
Where there is nothing left but granite and 
silence; 
And on the upland, dotted with heather, stand 
Weatherworn blocks that time has not taken 
away. | 
I come to where rain and dust are quiet at last; 
Here I set forth at evening long ago, 
And, as of old, the bumble-bees drowse by, 
The crickets are all shrilling in the grass, 
The dry blades lightly tap the naked stones. 


Last night, the wind 
Shook the great beech-trees, ramped about the 


house, 

Covered the heather with trailing wisps of 
cloud, 

Left pools of rain in cup-shaped hollows Be ; 
turf. 


To-day again 

There is peace everywhere and the worn stones 
Patiently look out upon the mountain 

That to the south spreads out 

Naked grey ridges on a bank of cloud. 


To a place of stone I come and I return; 
Granite to granite is my destiny. 

The lips of rock pressed closely to my lips, 
The strength of stone renewing all my own. 


[29] 


Whatever the seagull to the cast is seeking, - 
Or the grey rain-cloud follows, I know not. 
Drops without number falling have worn down 
My heart to rock in this grey wilderness. 


[30] 


Cipwep lela tie Dele WR Wesh 1 
ERE is the cliff-wall, yonder there is 


silence; 
Here is the crag-top, yonder endless oceans 
Roll over, blotting out 
The path I might have followed. 


ere is the noonday; yonder, to the westward, 

‘There is the morning whence the mist arises. 

Wind fans my cheeks and stirs these drowsy 
pinc-tops, 

The scent of which is lingering in the air. 


The sun moves on and leaves me afternoon; 

Cold pools of evening light in which I vanish. 

Here 1s the cliff-wall, yonder is the oceanx— 

J have been one with the gatherers of the 
morning. 


[iste] 


X11 32T BB eR AEN Sees OeD 


HE rain cloud rose as if it were the sea. 
It dragged along with it the weight of the 
And lay outstretched at evening [horizon, 
Along the west, brown ebbing out to darkness. 
With long pine arms it stooped to seize the 
light, 
It Paiaden up the ocean’s blue horizon, 
While on its naked breast there lay 
A fragment of the sun. 


Afterglow, burnt and pale, 

Looked out through the black heart of 1 it, 
Shaped as a lake to those who saw. 

A lake surrounded by grim hills 

Which rose in terraces, 

Island ranked behind island, 

Far to the west beyond the search 

Of any wandering sail. 


Then all night long the rain cloud surged; 
Sweeping indelibly over earth 

Millions of pale cloud ee 

Which writhed amid the hills; 

Pale ghosts of doom uprose 

Out of that shadowed, isle-surrounded lake, 
Burst forth at midnight, tore 

Themselves to ragged masses, 

Swung shrieking over earth, 

Till no man could escape. 


[32] 
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HE day that autumn came, 

There was no change in mountain, sea, or 
But the warm rain drew over, {[cloud; 
Blotting out earth from sight. 
He lashed the burnt brown soil 
With his long tropic streamers of grey cloud; 
His smouldering coils of vapour 
Drawn out of weedy green and purple scas. 


All the night long the wind talked. 

The stars, burnt-orange sparks, 

Glimmered between the flying scuds 

That sunset spun to gold. 

Along three open moors 

Hot drops fell on the bracken; 

And puddles gleamed like ettrcred silver coins, 
In the pale Ce 


The day. that autumn came, 

Grey cloud drew over earth; 

Warm haze was churned by tropic rain, 
Hot winds blew from the south; 

As if Brazilian oceans 

Had suddenly risen to the sky, 

With sweeping crests, to spill on earth’s 
Grey coasts, their smouldering gold. 


BAR, S32 C 


XI i2 oT Babe BU aN ENS. 
MOUNTAIN 


HERE iS 2 mountain on an ancient coast; 
Shepherds from its summit watched the 
starry sky, 

Ships saw it heaving up on the horizon, 

Men made strange offerings to dull rude gods. 

Stones of it were > hauled down 

To build a city’s walls; 

Pines on its slopes were split, ships built Afi 

But that was long ago. [towers raised— 

For now that mountain, bare and solemn, burns 

Like a black heap of coal. 

All night it wavers with red leaping sparks, 

All day it crackles with bright wind-fanned 
flame, 

Grey trailing plumes of smoke from it wave 
over silent skies. 


34] 
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ED hands rose from the sea to take me, 
Hairy, red hands; | 

Red eyes watched for my coming, 

Hungry red cyes; 

Through all the upland valleys 

About the towns were watchers, 

And a crier by night stood at the cross-roads, 

And lights blazed forth. 


lor I was born to wander; 
Self-shaped and self-created, 

To move from city to city, 

Rejecting all. 

I know the vision I have hungered for 
Is held behind black mountains; 

But on the summits I shall seek it, 

I shall not fail. 


I shall go out alone, 

Like a grey god, 

Striding on in the mist, 
Ravens flapping behind me; 
The rain will beat in my eyes 
Like blinding swords; 

The falling waters will take 


The rhythm of my laughter. 
I shall go on 


In the mist and the rain; 


[35] 


The dew-jewelled fern I shall touch with my 
fingers, : 

It will spill its pale drops at my feet. 

The crest of the dark pines shall catch me, 

_ The mountains’ blue foreheads ; 

Will heave up their helmets of steel 

Into my path. 


Dark hands from the storm-cloud shall take me, 
Falling dark hands; 

Dark cyes will look bitterly on my coming, 
Drooping dark eyes, 

I shall pass on from the rumour of red cities 
To the last fastness of the rocks, 

Where on the peaks there sits and judges all 
Like a dead king, the night. {the world, 


[36] 
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HERE was a star which watched upon my 
Keabireh; 
The great blue peaks were shrouded, 
The sea was merged in haze, but, far apart, 
There shone a single star. 
And it burned steadily, 
Watching through the night in silence; 
It hung above the dusk 
Whence I secretly came forth. 


The peaks in the morning 

Had thundered for creation; 

The green sea had risen, 

And swept clean the strand. 

Now the wide earth was silent, 

And silent the horizon; 

When, between the ninth wave and the land, 
I was brought forth. 


There was a star which watched upon my 

I put forth my hand to seize it; [coming, 

ind, instantly the sky 

Broke, and was ribbed with hight; 

Lightning ran down the peaks and smote the 
narrow valleys, 

Wandering blue flames flickered about the 
coastline, 

The mountains danced in scarlet, 

The earth roared with deep joy. 


Bestia 


There is a single star that burns to-night far in 
the lonely heavens; 

The sea is hidden beneath it; 

The mountains draw their capes of grey wool 
closely about their shoulders; 

There is no breath of wind. | 

Only the thought of one coming 

Over the oceans in silence, 

Wandering under a darker star 

Than that which saw my birth. 


“tad 
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n a hilltop against the stars 
Are columns of granite, rudely hewn; 
Set in a lofty ring, 
Upholding architraves: 
Stones of unequal size 
Between which blaze the stars; 
‘Orange, stecl blue, and vivid green, 
As beads of dew on sunlit grass. 


On a hilltop against the stars 

Alone on the altar stone, 

I shake out my nets of song 

To catch the stars therein. 

The stars of midnight joyously 

slaze like the flame of midday 

That kindled in my heart; 

They leap and trail out wide arcs down the 
sky. 


On a hilltop against the stars, 

In the roofless sanctuary, 

Wakens the sacrificial fire 

Irom the blazing stars drawn down. 
The stars that were caught and fallen 
In my flung net of song, 

Kindle upon the altar-stone 

The sacred blaze, apart. 


[39] 


On a hilltop against the stars 

I dreamless sleep on the smooth grey altar- 
stone; 

And the songs in my heart are as winds that 
go through the world, 

The fires of my life are as stars that sing round 
the walls; 

Bright centuries keeping wa tch, they grow 
drowsy, the stones of the temple look dim, 

And the world will soon forget the song of the 
watcher of stars. 

But I shall ee still shrouded, on the broad 
grey altar-stone 

Till two eternities meet together, the shadows 
of life and of death. 


[40] 
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HERE the sun burns through the haze 
Of September; 

Through a secret leafy maze, 

Walled with pearl and opal haze 

I wander. 


To the right of me a beech and to the left an 
And, 1n between, (oak; 
Berries, thickly scattered, 

Glistening beads of jet against the green. 


Fruitage over-ripened, heavy-scented, almost 
In my hands; (falling 
My heart is broken and sorrowful. 

The dumb wood understands. 


Where the sun burns gold and rose 
In September, 

Underneath, the berry glows. 

And who questions, cares, or knows 
Where I wander? 


C41] 
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if HAVE builded to my longing a great tower. 

It shall pierce the chill blue sky with shafts 

Like a stripped swimmer darting [of light, 

Into the deep, still ocean, 

From off a headland bordered in bright green. 

I have reared up smooth stones to hold the 
light, 

“Have aie them closely together, stone to 
singing stone, 

Have shaped diminishing pinnacles 

That blossom into carven flame, 

Alone amid the silence of the sky. 


Crenellated battlements, 

And trellised lancet windows, 

Leap up above a multitude 

Of brown autumnal hills; 

Great elms stride forth like sentinels 

With golden plumes on lordly heads; 

Beeches display great brazen shields, 
Horse-chestnuts blare with molten notes of 


gold. 


I have builded to my longing a great tower. 
Like proud aito voices rising I have piled 
Choruses of shouting stone 

Poised on leaping arches underneath the sky. 
Creepers, scarlet, blare like trumpets under- 


neath; 
[42] 


Like an organ, echoing slow, a river glides; 
And the brown autumnal hills, 

Crowded with ranked trees at.rest, 

Seem a congregation stilled at prayer. 


. Mists steal forth at evening 

I‘'rom the sunken river meadows; 
Wrap it ’round till it stands grey 

In the twilight and apart. 

Over the glimmering surface 

It stands, as blessing the dark waters, 
That slip out, one by one, 

Into the sea of night. 


I have builded to my longing a great tower. 
Who will come and ring its bells? 

Who will climb, and count aloft 

Shower on shower of icy, splintered stars? 
Who will mark the long moon-dial, swinging, 
Of its shadow on the cloister-lawn? 

Who will hear what in the silent dawn-hour 
Shadowy drooping branches speak to it? 


[43] 
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ASILY leaping, a single arch between two 
banks of darkness, 
The bridge at evening goes across the river; 
Where the old road, descending towards the 
willows, : 
Glides into foliage on the other side; 
Out of the town it goes and seeks the hills, 
Upon whose summits men have seen the sea; 
Deep-bosomed river valleys opening west- 
Into the sunset stillness of the ocean. [wards 


This bridge, a single arch, 

Is like the summit of a human life; 

Behind it, doors are barred; 

Before it, open out the hills. 

And, under it, grey waters 

Glide with a solemn motion, 

Mirroring banks and stars of autumn twilight, 
Into the sea that knows all and takes all. 


One on his bay horse passes here at evening, 
Scattering roses; 

One on his horse has paused now at the summit, 
A golden cup held tightly in his hand. 

One flings with sudden gesture 

The wine-cup to the waters; 

One has passed on 

Into the kingdom of shadows, 


fae 


Kot ICH SWAN. 


NDER a wall of bronze, 
Where beeches dip and trail 
Thin branches in the water, 
With red-tipped head and wings, 
A beaked ship under sail, 
There glides a great black swan. 


Under the autumn trees 

He goes. The branches quiver, 
Dance in the wraith-like water, 
Which ripples beneath the sedge 
With the slackening furrow that glides 
In his wake when he ts gone: 


The beeches bow dark heads. 


Into the windless dusk, 

Where in mist great towers stand 
Guarding a lonely strand 

That is bodiless and dim, 

Ie speeds with easy stride; 

And I would go beside, 

Till the low brown hills divide 
At last, for me and him. 


[45] 


OX Se 


ee wind went before me drying the dew 

up, yet I abode 

On the smoky skirts of the morning; 

Hearing the birds still chatter 

The same tune I had heard a thousand times 
before; . 

The wind’s white stallions of F cloud started their 
gallop 

For the dark sea-gates, far off, seen in vision; 

Yet I was not racing with them, 

I was still left alone. 


laces arose at dawn, 

Anxious, beseeching, dim faces; 

laces Hie flowers emerged and passed or were 
By the oncoming sun:— [withered 
Yet I abode by the banks 

Of the sluggish, somnolent river 

Waiting for ' spring’s glad white flood, released 
To take me seawards at last. [and shouting, 
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IKERE were you and I and the walls 
_ Of time all about us: 
Limitless, distantly seen. 


There were you and I and the wind 
Blowing and blowing: 
Whither, I knew not. 


There were you and I, and I saw, 
lor a blinding instant of time, 

As a hawk, stooped and hovering, 
Sees his prey upon the ground— 
Your life and my life twined together, 
By the tireless weaver of things; 

And I knew, in that instant of seeing, 
You were mine, and I loved you not. 
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q| VERE was a man who said he saw a 


cataract in the mountains, 

Its sides were jade and silver and its waters 
molten gold. 

Afar it shone, that living wall of water, 

Laughing, leaping downwards to the blue gulf 
below. 

And in its tones there was the clang of metal, 

Bells shattered on sheer granite, bells burst in 
falling spray, 

Bells in the sweeping fern, the golden rush of 
water 

Into a pine-filled valley, up whose splintered 
slopes he crawled. 

Upwards or down he could not go, an ice-slope 
barred for ever 

All hope of further movement ;_ no bird could 
pass that way; 

He watched that cataract freezing, crawled 
back, and long years later 

He made a song about it, ten centuries ago. 
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HAVE not hoisted sail nor tugged at oar, 
I only dropped the net and waited for my 
hour.— 
And, lo! this ocean eer from east to west 
With endless shining flakes and specks of gold! 


_J have not smitten the anfceling waters 

With rods, nor breathed above them music’s 
spells int 

But lo! beneath me, ready for the onset, 

Grey fin and tail that flicker in slow circles. 


BR [49] a) 


xXV. THE FORA ZION 


sup hangs off the harbour in the wind- 
less glare of sunset. 
It shows an orange lantern 
Floating like a flower-petal in the darkened 
I have not voyaged far out yonder, _—_[ocean. 
But I have seen what has passed over the ocean 
and peered beyond. 


The dark hour of my dreams 
Surges again at midnight; 

The houses loom up vaguely, 
Faces that peer through fingers:— 
A ship, lonely oceans 

And I amid them— 

Without hope, knowing 

That I must still go on. 


[50] 
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was born on the banks of the green Gulf 
Stream, 
Where the Mississippi discharges its turbid 
waters 
Into the sea, fringed ’round with palm-clad 
islands, 
The home of the hurricane, where the shark 
darts from afar; 
I was born with the song of the wind in my ears, 
In the flash of the staggering coamers, where 
the surf breaks on the shore, 
I opened my eyes and saw the aAbadliarte 
swaying, 
The live-oak rustle its dark green leaves, the 
log-wood blossom burn red. 


Weed that tangles and weed that drifts, 
Shreds of brown in the blue-green water, 
Shrivelled, lank on a blazing beach,— 
Laughter!— 

Wind that pipes in the royal shrouds; 
Dead men’s bones on a spit of sand, 
Parakeets that flash and scream 

Past the warring palms, forever. 


I will arise in the night and look on the stars; 
Orion and The Pleiades southward ascending, 
South-east, north-west, the path of the sas 


Way:— 
C51] 


Sargasso-weed blown over the void of heaven. 

The wind is tossing thin racks like masses of 
foam, 

Between them, topaz and emerald and _ icy 
white, 

The constellations blaze and are blotted out; 

Like sparks that float in the sea on a tropic 
night. 


Stars that swim by night in the dim Gulf 
Stream; 

Wave that uprises, vast walls and valleys of 

Peak-surrounded blue islands : [water; 

Crumbling away in the void; 

Chasm of silence out of which the wind surges, 

Night on the deck and the moist salty gust in 
my hairs 

Ship of my soul that steadily sails down the 
eurrent, 

To lonely north oceans, making old landfalls 
anew. 


I have heard coastlands speak to the oncoming 
ocean; 

I have heard granite shiver like harp-strings 
heavily stricken, 

Ground-bass of the wind that breaks 

In desperate fury 

On islands of fire whereon the sun burns redly, 

Down valleys of pineapples fringed with orange 


blossom, 
[52] 


Lagoons, blue lakes of quivering light half- 
hidden 
Under the silence of the nodding palms. 


A ship alone at daybreak 

Lost in the splendour of a tossing ocean; 

Blue glassy floors that slide 

Like silk beneath its keel; 

A ship that restless drives 

With sky-sails towards morning: 

Where the sun rising pales the vast horizon, 

As from his forehead fanwise streams the glory 
of the light. 


[53] 
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HE sea uprose 

Wave after wave, nine waves behind each 
The sky shut down, [other; 
A giant’s spread-out hand; 
And, in between, 
There was another country: 
Miles on miles of islands stretched out naked 
In the windless desolation [ridyres 
Of a shadowless red ocean 
Where no sail had ever been. 


C54] 


XXVIII. TWILIGHT 


HE remote still breathless waters 
Of twilight are shed softly 
Over my silent patience, 
My dumb and hopeless grief. 
Rose and blue, pearl and silver, 
They fill my heart with longing 
For unaccomplished passions 
And old dreams unfulfilled. 
Far in the sky a planet hangs 
Over the blue cloud-rack 
Smouldering below with the lights of an old 
It, like myself, is watching silently [city. 
Hope burning past despair. 
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MX DX cE ON DION 
Ni Gees 


saw the shapes that stood upon the clouds; 
And they’ were tiger-breasted, shot with 
light, 

And all of them lifting long trumpets together, 
Blew over the city for the night to come. 
Down in the street we floundered in the slime; 
Above, in endless files, gold angels came 
And stood upon the clouds and blew their 
For night. {horns 


_ Like a wet petal crumpled, 
Twilight fell soddenly on the ancient city; 
The ’buses lurched and groaned, 
The shops put up their doors. 
And skywards, far aloft, 
The angels, vanishing, waved broad fans of 
gold; 
Summoning the spirits of a thousand hills 
To pour the thick night out upon the earth. 
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Hus would J have it: . 
So should it be for me, © 
The scene of my departure. 
Cliffs ringed with scarlet, 
And the sea pounding 
The pale brown sand 
Mile after mile; 
And then, afar off, 
White on the horizon, 
One ship with sails full-set 
Passing slowly and serenely, 
' Like a proud burst of music, 
~ ‘To fortunate islands. 
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ome day I shall go home at last, 

With bluebells flinging their scent in many 
Whitethorn awaking, [a sheltered valley, 
Fluting birds in the trees; 

Some day I shall ride homewards 
Through the rich flowering 
Of May or early June, © 


Careless, serene. 


Under the roar of heavy-leaved trees—a Song 
to set you crazy— 

I shall go home to my narrow grave in the 
grass, 
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LAKE saw 

Angels ina eee street; 
God fie lather on a hill, 
Christ before a tavern fon 
Blake saw 
All these shapes and more. 


Blake knew 

Other men saw not as he; 

So he tried to give his sight 
‘Yo that beggarman, the world, 
‘You are mad,’ 


Was all the blind world said. 
Blake died 


Singing songs of praise to God. 

“They are not mine,’ he told his wife, 
‘I may praise them, they are not mine.’ 
Then he died, 

And the world called Blake divine. 


[59] 
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HAVE no more gold; 
I spent it all on foolish songs. 
Gold I cannot give to You. 


Incense, too, I burned 
To the great idols of the world; 
I must come with empty hands. 


Myrrh I lost 
In that darker sepulchre 
Where another Christ 


Died for man in vain.— 


I can only give myself, 

I have nothing left but this. 
Naked I wait, naked I fall 

Into Your Hands, Your Hands. 


[ 60] 
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I wAD scarcely fallen asleep 

I*‘ive minutes, but no more; 

When I awoke there were the self-same walls, 
The self-same polished floor, 


The self-same night without; 

And, between all these and me, 

Acre on acre of pale unscented flowers, 
The same eternity. 


[61] 


PAD ED, GERM ASHORE GRO eRe, 


s one who walks in sleep, up a familiar 
I went, my road to discover: {lane 
In my head was dark bewilderment and in my 
heart a pain; 
The branches hung straight over. 


At the summit the sky blazed with endless 


By the ebbing of the day; (stars, refired 
The earth was darkly beautiful and I was very 
tired, 


There was my road, and nothing more to say. 


[ 62 ] 
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T the crossing of a street, 

I know where earth and heaven meet; 
And in the dewdrops on the grass, 
I see where feet of angels pass. 


Feet of angels wander by, 
And in their midst I can descry 
Human feet, pierced with nails. 


I look upward. Light prevails. 


And I have seen and yet will see 

Fairies dancing merrily; 

Faun, satyr, centaur, and, sitting down, 

One in pale robes, and thorn-rimmed crown. 


[63] 


EERO GAIT Si alge 
A rt the first hour, it was as if one said, 


SATISe s 

At the second hour, it was as if one said, ‘Go 
forth.’ 

And the winter constellations that are like 
patient ox-eyes | 

Sank below the white horizon at the north. - 


At the third hour, it was as if one said, ‘I thirst’; 

At the fourth hour, all the earth was still. 

Then the clouds suddenly swung over, stooped, 
and burst; 


And the rain flooded valley, plain and hill. 


At the fifth hour, darkness took the throne; 

At the sixth hour, the earth shook and the wind 
cried. 

At the seventh hour, the hidden seed was sown;. 

At the eighth hour, it gave up the ghost and 
died. 


At the ninth hour, they sealéd up the tomb; 

And the earth was then silent for the space of 
three long hours. 

But at the twelfth hour, a single lily from the 
gloom 

Shot forth, and was followed by a whole host 
of flowers. 


[ 64 ] 
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LEA ASC aed Ops CO Bd oy ed St ie Bl eto aR Og he 
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NCE, long ago, 

Man’s heart was full of singing stars; 
Ssome-burstiredjyc: 
Some yawned yellow and dead, 
Some flashed and snapped, tenaciously blue, 
And some grinned green—lI hate that hue. 
Man’s heart was full of singing stars 
Once, long ago. 


But man was not wise, 

No, he was not wise; 

He did not bury his stars in his own heart. 

By night he sowed them where the wind 

Strikes the bare uplands of the world; 

Upon the peaks he scattered the stars 

To glare like hard gems on the rocks, 

To glow, veiled lanterns, in the grass; 

So there aloft, the stars that never pass 

Might have some friends to speak to on still 
nights. 


Man was not good; 

No, he was not good. 

His heart became weary of its weight of stars. 
By day, he drowned them in the marshes 
Where the frogs drowse and pullulate, 

They slipped against the shivering rushes 
And slowly sank—poor paling stars. 

Leap out, O stars! The night grows late. 


[67 ] 


Man was not rich; 

No, he was not rich. 

His heart became beggared of its golden stars. 

By day and night now he walks apart 

Holding the purse of his broken heart; 

And by the barred doors of eternal mansions, 

He begs again for his scattered stars. 

Dogs bark, guarding the mansions from man’s 
hope; 

In the windows, the owner’s daughters smile 
at lim. 


Man is the cracked beggarman of the stars; 
His heart flew open long ago 

Like a rusty box whose hasp is gone, 

His old slouch-hat lets in the rain 

Like a sieve, and it beats about his brain 

In a red rout of falling stars. 

And at the cross-roads of the world 

He stands in the streaming dusk of November, 
And to a cracked guitar he sings 

His old mad song of forgotten stars. 

Then he lights his pipe, and looks for the stars. 


[ 68] 
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FTER ten thousand centuries have gone, 

Man willascend the last steep pass to know 
That all the summits which he saw at dawn 
Are shrouded deep in everlasting snow. 


Below him, endless gloomy valleys, chill, 
Will wreathe and whirl with fighting cloud, 
driven by the wind’s sharp breath; 

But, on the summits, wind and cloud will be 
Only the sunlight, and death. (still, 


And staggering up to the brink of the gulf, 
man will look down 

And painfully strive with weak sight to explore 

The endless vales below which the long 
shadows drown. 

Through every one of these he passed before. 


Then since he has no further heights to scale, 

And gods care not to witness that he came this 
way, . 

On the wind-bitten ice-cap, shaken by the gale, 

He will watch the sunset fading of the world’s 
last day. 


And blazing stars will burst upon him there, 
Dumb, as if heedless of his hope or pain; 
Speeding no answer back to his last prayer, 
And, if akin to him, akin in vain. 


[69] 


Il. AUTUMN 


HE of the lagging fect, the lazy words, 
The banisher of birds, has come into these 
woods; 


Her eyes are dark beneath her coppery hair, 
I see them glowering, flashing everywhere; 


Over her head there hang dark bursting grapes 
In heavy clusters, sharply sweet to taste; 


Strayed: from their towered city streets, wan- 
derers will mark afar 

Over the hills south-westward, the red banners 
of her war. 


Down Jamp-lit lanes at twilight they return, 
Where burn the house-fronts against sombre 
night. 


Pools against banks of crimson will tell of her 


passing still, : 
And vivid asters flashing on the vermilion hill. 


[70 ] 
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F the autumn ended 

Iere the birds flew southward, 
If in the cold with weary throats 
They vainly strove to sing; 
Winter would be eternal, 
Leaf and bud and blossom 
Would never once more riot 
In the spring. 


If remembrance ended 

When life and love are gathered; 
If there were none to think on us 
Long after we had gone; 

Song would not ring, nor voices _ 
Talk at the doors in the evening: 
Life would be barren and shattered, 
Itarth would be turned to stone. 


But there will be autumn’s bounty 
Dropping upon our weariness; 
There will be many sorrows 
And joys to haunt us still; 
There will be dawn and sunset 
Though we have cast the world away, 
_ And the leaves dancing 

Over the hill. 


[71] 


LV ea ee ies 


HIs rock, too, was a word: 
A word of flame and force when that 
which hurled 

The stars into their places in the night 

First stirred. 


And, in the summer’s heat 

Lay not your hands on it, for while the iron 
hours beat 

Grey anvils in the sky, it glows again 

With unfulfilled desire. 


Touch it not; let it stand 

Ragged, forlorn, still staring at the land; 

The dry blue ‘chaos of mountains in the 
distance, 

The slender blades of grass it shelters are 

Its own dark thoughts of what is near and far: 

Your thoughts are yours, too; naked let them 
stand. 


[72] 


Weel ae Kh OAV ie 
Mi mind is a puddle in the street reflect- 


ing preen Sirlus: | 

‘In thick dark groves trees huddle, lifting their 
branches like beckoning hands. 

We eat the grain, the grain is death; all goes 
back to the earth’s dark mass; 

All but a song which runs across the plain like 
the dawn-wind’s muttering breath. 

Bowed down upon the earth, man sets his 

lants, and watches for the seed; 

Though he be part of the tragic pageant of the 
sky, no heaven will help his mortal need. 

I find flame in the dust, a word once uttered 
that will stir again, 

And a wine-cup reflecting Sirius in the water 


held in my hands. 


[73] 


Vilt VARI Ree 


1£ a bandage over his eyes: 
And at his feet 

Let rifles drearily patter 

Their death prayers of defeat. 


Throw a blanket over his body: 
It need no longer stir. 

Truth will but stand the stronger 
For all who died for her. 


Now he has broken through 

To his own secret place: 

Which, if we dared to do, 

We would have no more power left to look on 
that dead face. 
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IGHER and still more high, 
Hleittces made for clouds, 
Above the dingy city rete. 
Blue-white, like angels with broad wings, 
Pillars of the sky at rest 
The mountains from the high plateau 
Uprise. 


But the world heeds them not. 

They have been here now for too long a time; 
The world makes war on them, 

Tunnels their granite depths, 

Splits down their shining sides, 

Plasters their cliffs with soap-advertisements, 
Destroys the shining fragments of their peace. 


Vaster and still more vast, 

Peak beyond peak, pile upon pile, 

Wilderness still untamed 

To which the future is as was the past, 
Barrier spread by gods 

Sunning their shining foreheads, 

Barrier broken down by those who do not need 
The joys of time-resisting storm-worn stone, 
The mountains swing along 

The south horizon of the sky} 

Welcoming with wide fields of blue-green ice 
The mists that dance and drive before the sun. 


[75] 
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PRINCESS 


HE evening drives the autumn from the 
Gold, blue, and brown, [hills, 
Jade, green, and white. 
There will be rain to-night. 
The year, like a sower scattering his last hand- 
The air with the birds’ flight. [ful, fills 
They speed like scattered grain 
Across the frosty fields; 
Press hard the stone of life, for what it yields 
Is that no moment dawns the same again. 


The moon swings up above the silent stacks 
below, 

Leaving in fields left carefully clean and bare, 

Three palaces of misty radiance, where 

A king of ancient days holds moulded to red 
glow 

- A poppy-freighted cup above his board 


Which with the watery lustre of the air is 


stored. 
Now night beats her slow bell; and ‘from dull 
ain 
The world turns back to its old changeless 
To that strange hope again (dream, 
That being may be more than mortals make it 
seem, 


[76] 
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MET a man late yesternight, 
His eye was keen, his beard was white; 
His face gleamed with prophetic light. 


Under the shadows of a wood 
Where long ago men, bound by blood, 
Had slain cach other, pale he stood. 


He gazed on me, then slowly spoke; 
Each word was like a hammer-stroke; 
Under its ring old memories woke. 


He said: ‘Ere man can safely win 
To that vast pinnacle which all sin 
And death press ever, come not in; 


‘Man must time’s blackest back-world bound, 
Twice enter chaos and twice sound 
The sea that has no firm-fixed ground. 


‘He must claim kinship with that snake 
Which, lowest of living things, did take 
Him captive; yes, for evil’s sake, 


‘He must taste douoly of the fruit 
Forbidden: godhead be yet brute, 
Kat of the potent dragon-root. 


P37] 


‘Beneath the world-ash buried lie 
Yet spread his wings far to the sky; 
Nor any peak has pierced so high. 


‘Link up all life in tragic dance, 
Reason, will, madness, doubt, and chance, 
And through them all send one clear glance. 


‘The prophets die now; home they call 
My spirit; with these words I fall, 
Yet my Word waits for burial.’ 


I looked about; the wood was deep; 
Spars stood and shattered trunks asleep, 
About them oceans seemed to creep. 


Iathomless oceans of dull hearts 
That throbbed on fiercely; fits and starts 
Of effort; lack of joys and arts. 


Time ebbed; a long wave on the shore 
That once had burst with foam and roar, 
Now staggered, straggled, stirred no more. 


I looked about and muttered, ‘Why?’ 


But all that answered to that cry 
Was the stark silence of the sky. 


[78] 
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HE smith beats iron no more; 
No more on sounding feet 


Brave hoofs shall prance, but roar 
Mad horns from street to street. - 


Loose bridles do not clink; 
Loud whips no longer flash; 
But softly purring slink 

The wheels—until they crash. 


The sound of the post-horn 

On the last dim hilltop dies; 
But through the night, in scorn, 
There flash white alien eyes. 


And in a city street 

Where multitudes meet to stare, 
Shunning the sense of their defeat, 
Men sometimes are aware 


Of eyes in a mask of bone; 
Blinkered and down-hung glance, 
A cart-horse, dumb, alone, 
Kerb-derelict by chance. 


Not his this alien course 

. That we have gone—he dies; 
And we live on to force 
A question from those eyes. 


[79] 


' Man’s mightiest slave betrayed, 
He who dragged Parthenons 
Up to their hilltops, made 


Cavalry gleam as suns: 


Who in the battle-play, 
Or dragging the simple plow, 
Was faithfully brave; his day 


Is done. He dies out now. 


No prancing, snorting start, 
Nor ostler’s whistle, nor 

The leisure of a cart. 

The smith beats iron no more, 


But man, discrowned, shall go 
On a wider, lonelier path, 
Outspeeding all below, 

But shall not miss God’s wrath. 


[ 80] 
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E more than others have the perfect 
right 


To sce the cities like flambeaux flare along the 
night. 


We more than others have the right: to cast 
awa 

Thought like a withered leaf, since it has served 
its day; 


Since for this transient joy which not for long 
can burn 
Within our hearts, we gave up in return 


Ten thousand years of holy magic power 
Drawn from the darkness to transcend death’s 
hour. 


For every witch that died an electric lamp shall 
flare, . 
For every wizard drowned, the clear blue air 


Shall roar with jazz-bands into listening ears; 
For every alchemist who spent in vain his years 


Seeking the stone of truth, a motor-horn 
Shall scare the sheep that wander among the 
corn. 


B.R. [ 81 ] F 


And there shall be no more the spirits of the 
deep, 
Nor holy satyrs slumbering upon the steep, 


Nor angels at a manger or a cross. 
Life shall go on; to ugly gain or loss; . 


Yet vaster.and more tragic, till at last 
This present too shall make part of the past:— 


Till all the joy and tragedy that man knows 
To-day, become stiff gravestones in long rows: 


Till none dare look on the mountains ranked 
afar, 

And think ‘These are the cast-off leavings of 
some star’. 


[82]. 
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TONE after stone, I builded my huge 
tower, 
Day after day I toiled at its foundations; 


The bindweed blossomed in the heat of sum- . = 


mer, 

In winter-time the snow buried the grass. 

Above it flew dark speeding birds of prey. 

They settled on the top all night and screamed - 
there: 

Youth left me while I laid the lower courses, 

Sending them up above the huddled trees. 


The world 

Mocked me because of this my task. They 
said: 

‘What need have we of towers to see afar? 

Better are windows opening on noisy streets 

Where crowds pass, and is heard the cry of 
bugles, 

Cheering new pigmy-mobs to face their doom. 

Lost in the foldings of brown desert hills, 

Towers stand relics, wrecks of a past time, 

When many songs were made, now heard no 
more | 

By warrior-builders whose grey bones are dust.’ 


Stone after stone I obstinately went on, 


Half of the rock I quarried rolled away 
[83] 


To build a gaudy palace somewhere else, 

Half lath-and-plaster; brazening in the street, 

I could not do my work on other terms, 

And many a day I sat there pondering 

How long it would be ere another stage 

Rose skyward to complete my long-schemed 
task. 


And now 

The masonry is finished. At the last 

Men see the final plan that holds it all: 

The roof, the tracery, the pinnacles, 

Soon to be shaped in carven rock, become 

New leaves wild-sprouting on a naked stem, 

Writhing in joy at the thought of a waking 
sprin 

When the long bitter winter of this life is past. 


But now no one comes ever to my tower. 

The world with which I fought has left me 
beaten. 

The peace of the conquered is written on my 
task, 

Neither the present nor the future cares. 

I only know that I have seen in vain 

The tower that was once a human thought 

Rise like a carven giant looking at the sky 

At evening, while the ebbing light departs. 


[ 84] 
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HROUGH his eye searching far 

Over the bone-stretched rondure of my 
Exploring every scar [face, 
And lingering on the meaning of each trace, 


Through his hand searching to fulfil 
The image left behind me in a brain 
By the packed cohorts of my thought and will 
I’xternalized in flesh, I shall remain 


Not mine but mine and his; 
A link ’twixt thought and act none can discern. 
Yet my por trait is © this; 


And in it all my days unspoken eee 


' Yet only doubly unknown time may mark 

What his hand wrought in colour, line, and 
tone; 

And a space uttered outwardly of that dark 

And changeless gence where life broods alone. 
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M PASSIVE mask, 

Which will not answer aught I ask; 
Forlorn and dying face, 
Which has nor friend nor kin nor race; 
I see you through and through, 
Shamelessly writ, I view 
The most obscene desire 
Twined with the sacred fire; 
Dark exile from God’s heart; 
Christ striving to make bread the stones of 

art: 

Kinsman of Judas, Samson, David, Cain; 
Lucifer broken by your dark fall again:— 
Liar, I daretyou ‘tell 
Your last unspeakable hell! 
And when you have all spoken, 
And I know by each secret token 
That all you say is true, 
I shall forgive anew, 
And all mankind in you. 


Poor pitiful fool! How great 

Your wish, how mean your fate, 

Slave, whipped by self-made rods, 

Destroyer and creator of all Gods, 

‘Dreamer of heaven, builder of the pit, 

One thing alone your doomed soul has 


uplhit:— 
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How when you scorned the law of Heaven 
fected: 

And by your secret inner wish was hurled 

Into the last, the perfect, uttermost, abyss, 

Did you not whisper, ‘Only here i bliss’? 
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cainsT the sky, a cloud-white bow] of 
flame, 
The trees stand out, in masses of dark green, 
And on the grass is sunlight and shadow, 
Dizzy sunlight, fainting shadow, 
To the distance dimly seen. 


Great billows of haze rise up, slowly uncoil 
Their heavy folds in silence. Underneath the 


leaves 
The heat consumes the dew. A swallow dart- 
Skims, brushing the brown eaves. [ing 


Weedy gardens, rank, neglected, smoulder 

- With ragweed, thistle, purple and_ scarlet 
‘flowers :— 

Like gipsy girls they are staring 

Through eyes unquiet and sombre, 

Down the long hollow silences of the hours:— 


Seeking for something long ago vanished and 
forgotten, 

Something that time has now taken away, and 
fate no more will bring, 

The hour before the blossom of life fell and the 
apple of earth went rotten, 

The passionate, shrill, riotous hour of the 
waking of the spring. 
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HERE 1s someone waiting for me in that 
house, 
With its green tree by the gateway 
And its door left carelessly open, 
And its window-pane dim, blurred by ceaseless 
Someone sits there by the window [rain; 
Pale-lipped, waiting for my coming, 
One whom I saw aforetime, whom I shall not 


find again. 


There is someone surely in that house: 

She has waited to see me passing, 

She who followed every footstep as I tramped 
away last night; 

Then I had: no will to stay there, 

And her lips dared never tell me 

What a casual word might speak, as I drifted 
out of sight. 


But there is no one now in that house. 

It is empty, the owner is vanished, 

Battered and broken swings the door, and the 
rooms are grimed with years. 

And all that its walls can whisper 

Is that often in the dark future 

A dream of the past will beckon me, awakening 
useless tears. 
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EA-VIOLINS are moving up the sands, 
Curved bows of blue and white are flash- 
ing over the pebbles; 
Hear them attack the chords: dark basses, . 
rising trebles, 
Dimly and faint they croon, blue violins. 
‘Suffer without regret,’ they seem to cry, 
‘Though dark your suffering is, it may be 
music, 
Waves of low sound that wash midsummer sky, 
Sea-violins that move across the sands.’ 
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EN took the skyscraper 
And nailed it to the rock. Each nerve 


and vein 

Were searched by iron hammers. Hour on 
hour, 

The bolts were riveted tighter. Steel and 
stone 


Did what they could to quench the fiery core 
That blazed within. Till when the work was 
done, 
Solid as a sepulchre, square-rooted to the rock, 
The skyscraper, a well-polished tomb of hope, - 
Guarded by busy throngs of acolytes, 
Shouldered aside the sun. Within its walls 
Men laid a little gold. 
But yet not dead 
However long battered by furious life, 
However buried under tons of frozen weight 
That structure was. At night when crowds 
no more : 
Jostled its angles, but the weary strects 
Of a worn planet stared out at the stars; 
Its towering strength grown ghostly, pure, 
remote, 
Lone on the velvety night in flights of gold 
The tower rose. ‘The skyscraper dripped light. 
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saw the nameless and eternal child, 
The first and final sin, the Lucifer fallen 
from heaven, 
Lie on the lap of earth. It held its hands 
Stiff-fingered out, to push aside the sky; 
As if it would fight heaven and remain 
Immortal but defenceless, bound in clay. 
The dead clasp theirs.” I pondered long and 
Upon the tiny helpless heap of flesh (long 
Which was to hold all gods: sprung from the 
seed 
Of a dead planet, wrapped in its husk, and 
borne 
Past the dead craters of a burnt-out moon 
Towards our day. None heeded it but I. 
With weary eyes, grown faint in the long 
search 
For truth which whoso seeks will find a skull, 
I turned my back on God and saw the child 
Lie at my feet outstretching helpless hands. 
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HEN eyes smile at you 
Out of green foliage, 
When young rosy feet 
Flash in the dust; 
When your heart beats the louder 
At thought of one coming, 
Then you will go dreaming of joy through 
youth as all men must. 


When brown, sultry autumn 

Spreads wide its harvest, 

~ When hand in hand 

You measure out your way; 

When in the darkness 

Deep memories open, 

Then you may be happy for a time; you have 
your day. 


When winter hardens 

And life grows grim battle, 

’Gainst foes unnumbered; 

While under pale snowdrifts 

Valleys of memory sleep; 

Then you will be thrown aside 

As a useless burden, 

And whatever else you win then, be sure love 
will not keep. 
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oT having lived in vain, 

I now must live anew; 
To sin, to toil, to strain, 
To seck amid the old, false, fickle blue 
Autumn’s clouds and spring’s rain, 
Oblivious to all pity, too. 


For others, death is naught, 
No new beginning, but 

Peace, brokenness, the. end. 
But I, I only have striven 

Not for this earth, but heaven, 
Dreaming it could amend. 


It was tn vain; not heaven 

But earth is man’s full goal. 

And he who loses earth 

Keeps but a broken soul, 

Which must pass on to some unvisioned birth 
Blind as a burrowing mole. 


Better to cling, cling deep, 

Taste what each sense has wrought. 
Better pray, curse, or weep 

With those of little thought; 

Better the monstrous destiny of mankind 
Than to be all—and naught. 
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Be sure you live in vain, 

Else will you only see 

Yourself uprooted, a pale flower that pain 

Is tired of—cling to the mystery 

Of clay.” For its poor earthly stain 

I would give a!l I dreamed and dared not be. 
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MIGHTY are the lights that shine above 
Isle Iranim; 

Green, blue, and gold in clusters blazing, 

They light the porphyry stairways, the colon- 
nades, the towers. 

The shipmen see them winking 

Far off across the roaring foam-maned ocean; 

And up upon the moonlit, tilting deck 

They hoist in readiness their choicest bales. 


O splendid are the flashing throngs that move 
. about Isle Iranim; 
Dark princesses in silken robes glide by, 
Hunched bowmen and tall spearsmen haunt 
the stairs; 
Above them scream the startled birds of night, 
The dim moon wavers through the torchlit 


And multitudes subdued (glare; 
By skirling music, bow themselves down to 
earth. 


O drunken are the nights that roll above Isle 
Iranim; 

From palace-courts there comes 

Sound of the trumpeters and drums that hail 
king’s revelry by night. 

Men sprawl upon the flagstones of the streets; 

Down in the harbour, ships deserted droop 
red straggling sails. 
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But, in the dawn, when with dark weary eyes 

The revellers sleep heavily under smoked 
fizzling lamps, 

Lonely, a fool shall stagger out upon the top- 
most terrace stairs, 

And clutching at his painted checks, stare at 
the grey-green sky and weep. — 
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oME lives must die in yellow, some in red; 
And one of these two you must undoubt- 
ing choose, 
You are not free to cavil and refuse. 
For some the dying glow of gold is shed, 
And some see rising against their torture bed 
The joy of a red birth through the last sorrow. 
Thews 
And bones may yield, but not the clammy dews 
Of death itself can damp new fire outspread. 


So in these monstrous years when whelmed in 
dark, : 

Man stands and yearns for a new life, new 
heaven; 

In this world’s autumn when the wind whirls 
down the leaves, 

Will we be blown out like a pale yellow spark, 

Or by ourselves condemned and shrived, be 
driven 

Down the red path that burns between the 
sheaves? 


[98] 


Reaves DH OST! Cf WS 


E knew that he was dying for a cause no 
man: would sing, 

And in which he had no longer the fresh glow 
of faith at all; 

He was like some sick Aucumen thinking back- 
wards to the spring, 

When the slow leaves turning yellow have 
already started to fall; 

He was like a lost lover dreaming of youth’s 
blossorning 

When the pear, buzzed about by flies and 
rotting, dangles withered by the wall. 


He knew that he was fated to endure it, so he 
stood 

Waiting for that distant trumpet that might 
bring him forth again; 

Exultantly, he thought, it would burst through 
the thick cloud 

Of darkness, shattering heavily the old familiar 
ain, 

That slowly curdled the warm current of his 
blood: 

Yet he knew the summons could only come 
from some unconquered brain. 


He knew that none would help him, they had 
nothing at all to bestow 

But the blood-trodden field and an empty cup 
and a crown of thorns for his fight. ~ 
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Yet the challenge came and he went, a smile 

now breaking slow 
Across his face, as the sunlight breaks the 

| clouds and covers the earth with light. 

The secret thought that none on earth a worser 
doom could know, | 

Covered his horror with glory and made a 
dawn from night. 
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OME, sing us songs, O poet; 
Stand in front of the café and sing, 
For we are patrons of art, 
And we find it very amusing. 


Take out your heart and pass it around, 
Stretch on it nerves for a violin; 

Play, damn you, play, with the bow of your 
All that we ask is a thrill. [brain, 


Come, sing us songs, O poet; 
Let the sweat run down your face—bloody 
sweat: we will like it the better, 
Throwing you pennies, poet, 
Many pennies if your attitudes seem to us 
amusing. 


Millions of dollars if what you give us makes 
people feel contented, 

Full of food, women, success; for these are our 
angels; 

Guardians of life; no tragedies here, for God’s 
sake! 

They do not even shock us; they depress us. 


So much for your singing, O poet; 
As for your life, if you crave for glory or 
Are we to provide them? | fleisure,’ 
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Best try something else; sell watered stock or . 
turn handsprings: 

For we are the patrons of art, the sentimental, 
practical mob, 

And we must have the WOE of our money. 
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H ESE are your sisters of sin and charity, 
With painted lips and reddened cheeks 
they go, 
Dressed in sucn poor cheap finery 
As mocks the listless hopes that stir below: 
Their deeds oi grace God’s eyes will surely mark 
Although none has a place to lay her head, 
Except it be within lust’s bitter, dark, 
And deathly bed. 


These are your sisters of sin and charity; 

With mincing steps they march along the street 

Proclaiming themselves shameless whores; 
while we 

From the dark horror out of which they greet 

Each daybreak, raise anew 

A living song of praise to that dead Christ, 

To Whom be thanks we are not as these who 

Are lifelong sacrificed. 


These are your sisters; husband, wife, and child, 

These are the dust beneath your feet that bears 

Up to the sky your temples undefiled, 

That takes your vanity as it takes your prayers. 

You shall have heaven: these have, doubtless, 
hell; 

Yet even the devils might wipe off those tears 
that swell 

Into the eyes of these abandoned ones, 

Before they ease the chastity of your sons. 
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HOSE who succeed are famous and their 
deeds, 

Though serving not to help one heart that 
bleeds, 

Will last engraved on time; but earth will keep 

For those who fail a gift of darker sleep. 


They too will have their sufferings and black 
hours, 

But cold oblivion holds them; and no powers 

~ Of heaven or earth will shape a tiny stone 

To show us what they planned and failed to 
make their own. 


The years will bring us honours, change, and 
care, 

The years will bring them magic of grief 
unspoken; . 

The proudest rose may envy the worm there 

That by the heedless gardener’s spade is 
broken; 


Some will ascend to heights which few have 
trod, 

And some to chasms of the darkness fall: 

But the light only burns upon the secret throne 
of God 

That, in cach heart, awaits the doom of all. 
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oT knowing how to choose my way in life, 
For to claim liberty on earth is death, 
And death alone brings an unneeded liberty— 
J watched the world pass by, 
An old mad woman; in her hair 
Was straw and dung and flowers. 
Iixed between heaven and hell, 
In the sublime and petty clock-tick of twelve 


hours, 
Heaven and hell became mere painted pictures 
Faded before a momentary breath. (that 


So, silently forgetting and forgot, 

I died and left behind for memory 

The futile wrigglings of a spade-cut worm 
Upon the earth. 
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RAHMA Sleeps. 

On his broad palm, the world 
Rose against blue, 
A lotus-leaf 
Silently shed, is curled. 


Brahma dreams, 

In the thick dull blur 

Of his mind, unfathomed— 
Fathomless ever— 

Dreams stir and blur 


Worshipped and worshipper. 


Brahma wakens, 

Bids Shiva play; 

Shiva dances, 

Springs and dances; 

The universe, time, 

Man and his madness, 
Sun, wheeling planets, 
Sirius, Orion, 

Worlds gleaming, perfect, 
Woman’s white shoulders, 
Dust, worms and ruin— 
All things to nothing 
Are swept away. 
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’ 1p Himalayan snow, 


Where a mere step sufficed 
Bare rocks at watch to show, 
And darkly spread below 
The world that humans know, 


Buddha met Christ. 


There Buddha sat him down; 
Christ raised His hand on high, 
Knitting His brows to a frown. 
Buddha smiled; and the sky 
Uttered a far-off cry. 


Buddha’s palm touched the earth; 
Christ said: ‘I am Heaven’s Son.’ 
Buddha said: ‘Free from birth 
And death is never one.’ 


The sun-disk dipped, was gone. 


Christ’s tears flew down like hail, 

Buddha’s smile gleamed more bright. 

Christ’s brow was gashed and pale, 

Buddha’s third eye gave light. 
About them closed the night. 


Each might have gained some sense 
Of one another’s scope, 
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Buddha, moon-charmed, intense, 
Christ snatching at heaven’s cope. 
But under, cold, immense, 

Earth died: and vain was hope. 
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beats was darkness over the earth tll 

the ninth hour, 

And then those watching heard a far-off cry: 

‘Eli! Eli!’ it said, and it had power 

That seemed to split the solitude of sky: 

It brought the darkness nearer. Stiff and 
high, 

The temple veil was rent. King David’s tower 

Crashed down to dust. Men saw an eagle fly 

Out of the silver flickering of a shower. 


The hopelessness of that eternal Cross 

Was far too great for human hearts to bear: 

We must have easy balm for our despair, 

Some soothing hope; not horror and sheer loss. 

Humbling themselves and their immortal 
pride, 

Men chose the barren stone where Peter’s 
courage died. 
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E died before he said all that he had to say; 
Before he reached the top, he had to go. 
Better than we who wait, a mummied row, 
Mouthing stale platitudes through our lips 
to-day. 


He went because he knew it was the time to 
cease. 

Let us not inly think that this fate was too hard. 

Better it was than ours, who find no peace, 

Staring through eyes grown motionless at a 
world without reward. 
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NE does not quarry this mountain, 
Armies alone can loosen these rocks, 
Over the pits and. the slag, 
Foolish dark holes men have made, 
Wave still the pines in mid-air, 
Cataracts leap to the valley 
Deafening, shattering; 
And the song 
Of the loud wind through the woods, 
Waking the birds in the spring, tearing free 
in the fall, | 
Hurtling away the shrivelled millions of leaves, 
Is still heard 
When the soul that upraised in his might 
These naked slabs of nude stone 
Walks now no mortal shore. 
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A rt the bottom of a gulf of walls whose 


windows fire no life, 
Where the sun falls but once a year, where 
strife 


Of wheels goes on day after night, I saw 
again, 

In the close darkness cowering, three old 
men. . 


One bore a broken biscuit tin and one a band- 
box and 

The third had a dirty birdcage clasped closely 
in his hand. 


They had halted for a moment; soon they were 
again to go 

Stumbling on felt-wrapped feet across the 
unshaken snow. 


One said, ‘It was not in Bethlehem that He 
was,’ 

‘Nor in New York either,’ said the second, 
frowning under his brows. 


‘It was not in Park Lane that they laid Him,’ 
said the third: 

‘But it was in Paris that they took from me 
my shining golden bird.’ 


[024 


Said the second, pointing to his bandbox, ‘This 
thurible once held 

Incense for Him but the gas of the trenches 
dispelled 


‘It out upon the landscape.’ Said the first, 
‘Myrrh was within my metal, but it burst, 


‘And not on seas of flaming oil nor in jerry- 
built mudwalled lands 

Shall the Son of Man rise in glory to take these 
gifts from Man’s hands.’ 


At the bottom of a gulf of noise whose windows 
were thick with dust, 

I left them muttering lonely: they were sharing 
their last crust, | 


Soon to rise up and totter to felt-wrapped feet 
again, 

And wearily wander onwards through the wan 
night on the plain. 
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walked upon a lonely road; 

Above my head there stretched the night’s thick 
curtain broidered with the stars, 

In linked magnificence glittering; millions of 
burning spheres, 

Immutable, terrific, hurled through chaos, ages 
apart, 

And as I walked I saw their vastness, and | 
knew man’s moment too would pass; 

He would prove mortal, shortly die, and rest 
within the worn-out earth, 

The Gods would quite forget about him— 
worms would lick him clean. 

Yet in his heart had burned, if only for a little 
hour, 

Surging and watchful, rising high to make his 
weary fect more fee 

The force that drives eternal worlds, the Ene 
that s} rapes immortal song, 

The joy that stirs in deathless joy, the light 
beyond all human light, 

That made of him despite himself a force, a 
song, a joy, a flame, 

Burning through night’s unconscious void to 

shape a vast unfathomed day. 
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I 


WVee HER we cared for each other, and 

were happy, none can know, 

Or whether we were parted, and parted had to 
die; ° 

There is none that remembers, no one at ‘all to 
show, — 

Time is as void of an answer as the noonday 
summer sky. 


Yet it is written in a language that no living 
man has read, 
It is spoken in a tongue that no human ear has 
known, 
And it will be remembered long after I am dead, 
When time and space have spent their last, it 
all worlds are overthrown. 


II 


The windows where we stood and thought as 
one, 

See other faces now; and yonder where. 

Your garden slantingly faced the broad sun, 

Others will walk and stare. 


And feet will crunch the gravel to your door, 
But not the feet that you heard pass that way. 
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I too must dive through earth’s unbroken floor 
Ere I can find again one vanished day. 


II 
It is said the dead in their dark graves may not 
sleep } 
Unless they can hear, muttered above each 
head, 
The sound of ancient prayers. I wonder why 
you keep 


Such silence, being without prayers, yet dead. 


Is there no strange fierce beauty in the earth, 
No revelation from the ultimate sky, 

To tell you of how little death is worth, 
Unless you have earned the right never to die? 


[een 
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HERE fell red rain of spears athwart the 
| sky, 
Flame flapped upon a heather-covered moor, 
Green waves tossed high the ships that steamed 
near shore 
And dashed their keels to wreck. Aloof and 
high 


The evening star like a gold plummet fell 
Into the shadowy horror of a sea 

Frozen to glass. The sky split. Vacantly 
Across the void there trailed the Snake of Hell. 


Now out of every graveyard on the earth 

There suddenly writhed in flame and stood up 
new as man 

A being whose girth no human eye could 
span; 

Two heads it had—one like a babe at birth, 


The other like a skull. It hollowly spoke 
Like wind that roars in echoes huge and vast, 
Against the unconceived, unfathomed past:— 
‘Now ended is God’s high and pitiless joke.’ 
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ENV On 


HALL I be afraid to go, 

When the pure proud will is bowed; 
And the kingdoms I sought to know 
Fade out to a damp grey cloud? 

Shall I be afraid to go? 


Shall I give up one by one 
The joys, the hopes, the dream, 
Mix done with the undone 
In time’s dark hurrying stream? 
Shall I give up one by one? 


Shall I witness the last of light, 
Hearken to the death of sound, 
Intrust myself to-night, 

Helpless and dumb and bound? 
Shall I witness the last of light? 


Shall I cease to share in the flow 
Of life which still aspires : 
The depths of its doom to know, 
The height of its tragic fires? 
Shall I cease to share in the flow? 
No matter. I shall go. 
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RON cities swim upon the sca; 
And tailored millions travel 
Across lacustrine gravel: 
Digging the foundations for an electric sign, 
Men found a mammoth’s tooth and a Ronan 
bottle of wine. 


Ten years, ten years, 
Shall bring you many changes, and alter hopes 
to tears. 


The horse has gone on into eternity:— 

In our Hispano-Suizas cushioned, soft, 

We gaze aloft 

Watching a winged thing cut across our sky. 


The gondola is going 

The chug of motor-boats will rack those walls, 

Explode : across the halls 

Once rocked to melody by the waves’ soft 
flowing. 


The negro thinks the missionary 

Speaks with departed spirits upon the tele- 
So he has grown (phone; 
No longer black and upright, but morose and 


wary. 
front] 


New millionaires and movie-stars combine 
To make a dumb show of the Vatican; 
Tibet to Oshkosh is a short day’s span; 
The Dalai Lama asks an actress out to dine. 


The white mob conquers the worn-out world 
to-day, 

Before the hosts of yellow, black, and red; 

Civilized, white, and barbarous we will stay 

Before we are to outer darkness shed. 


As moving through music, 

Repeating, rising, suffering, and crying; 
Yet slowly and inevitably ; 
And darkly dying; 

I pause one breathless moment 

~ To recollect my dreams; 

Now all of them that mattered 

Is long burnt out, it seems. 


Kisses upon a hill-top 

Where rhododendrons ran aflame 

Against a. wall of glittering leaves. 

Cool through the twilight moved your fresh 

Bringing me offerings of joy. _—_ [bright body, 

Beware of love’s late fire; 

From its black traces you will never part 

Your will has changed to water, your best flame 
to destroy. 


There was a blaze of hopes that came to 
And there was shining wine, _{nothing; 
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There was a city full of lights and voices, 

And there was youth at play 

Swift as a dancer leaping 

Through rain of roses over Tyrian marble, 

To catch applause; 

There was a blackened gibbous shape at mid- 
night rising, 

Of ites no eee ntli later—knew the cause. 


Ten years, ten years, 


Will conquer youth and quell yeu hopes and 
fears, 


Suddenly, with laugh, 

The Operator changed the scene; 

Darkness fell on the Russian Ballet curtain— 
Trains full of smoky soldiers sped on Paris— 
I stood sagely regarding, 
With thoughts grown grim and cold, 
Midsummer snow. 


Ten years, ten years, 

Shall I have ever done with their unsummed 
Or shall I approach rapidly, [arrears? 
Like a great ship with sails outflung, 

But with its dark hull rotting beneath it, 
Rotting and letting in the incoming sea, 

The whirlpool wherein I collapse 

At the latter end of the world? 


pi2g.] 


TY OTHE ORY VER a LE OMwts 


EMERGING with the daybreak, 

- Drifting in silence down a sluggish river, 

Between two banks dividing 

That held the summer in them, firm forever, 

I saw the cottonwoods 

Receding southwards, 

The arms of the cypress 

Touch the horizon; 

The great white pelicans 

Far off, beating and fluttering their outstretched 
wings. 


At Cairo the ranks of the corn stood up—a 
plumed immortal army. 

' We drifted on in a sunset of smoky heat: 

There was a flatboat hanging alongside laden 
deep with melons, 

A passion-flower vine upon a whitewashed wall. 


At St. Louis we waited all morning with the 
roar of the trucks cutting across the 
cobbles; 

The river running through the great arches 
of the bridge above us; 

The mules flicking their ears against the flies. 

At New Orleans we tied to the levee in the 
quiet of early morning, 

We wakened to find the city washed clean by 
early daylight, 
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City once seen in midwinter Aes: now drows- 
ing in summer silence. 


And the river took me, 

The river which flowed through my dreams 
and which oes on still in my heart; 

The masculine yellow Mississippi which the 
railroads had made forgotten, 

The river of Spanish explorers, of canebrakes 
and floods, the pathway of war that had 
cut through the heart of my South. 


I saw it once and I see it now forever, 

For with the next spring 

It was time to go. 

Back to grey Europe 

Shuddering under the war- ia that hung 
loweringly poised above it. 


Manhattan, the opulent and the daring, faded; 
The broad-shaded Southern town that I loved 
went out of existence, : 

The deep jade of the redwoods about San 
Vrancisco, the fire of their orange trunks 
disappeared from life, 

The stony hillsides of New England, the sparse 
white farmhouses followed. 

The hard grey streets of Chicago stretching 
relentlessly forward into the prairie from 
the shores of the wide blue lake, 

These could not keep me back. 
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There dropped upon them all the calm of a 
green-wooded harbour, 

Terraced streets and belfry by the shore, 

Skeleton clippers standing at attention 

Amid a world at war. 


Wy lide ly HH BeeSihP GO Oo DOAN. 


SupDENLY from the deck a proud still face, 
Too far away to help, too old to dare, 

Flashed and it darkened as the ship went down 
On Europe never more to be the same. 


There were guns, guns, guns pointing to me; 
Guns ranked to east and west and north and 
Between their nozzles I fled (south: 
I*ar out upon the snow, 

Towards the summit dark amid the pines 
Where none would ever follow. 


Caught in the whirl, we drift 

This side and that, to and fro, every way: 
l‘or some the darkness did not ever lift; 
Did I win through that day? 

In racking clamour, two years fled 

To take their places with ten million dead. 


But I upon a summit hid in mist 

Wondered what could the future hide from 
view :— 

A cross, a resurrection from the tomb, 

Or merely nothingness? — 
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A ship across the west drew breath and paused. 

Sunset—orange and maroon:— 

Once more for me there was naught to do 
but go. 


TV uA WI Ce WAS CL Pier 


FLICKERING heat of an August morning, 

Through which my heart laboured and 
pounded 

Like a dung-cart going over cobbles 

The pavements turning about me 

As in a drunken dream. 


He stood upon the platform and he saw 

The mob assembled sixty feet below, 

The iron sides of the tank 

Twelve feet across, the dish of shallow water 

Into which he must plunge. 

The wind was soft and easy. 

Hushed and yet wonderingly the crowd 
attended. 

He poised and raised his arms aloft 

And then deliberately he turned his back 

And toppled down. 


His body cut the air; 

Twice did he turn honeele before he reached 
the bottom: 

Two somsersaults and you will find 

Me—the resounding harp-like sea shut in its 

Twelve feet across; {narrow shell, 
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He struck into the water, 
An instant later stood up dripping. 
Few cared to clap their hands. 


Still cutting through time’s warp and weft, 
_ The world, like a diver, falls; 

The world is of its best bereft, 

Best take unaltered what is left; 

Heed you, whom darkness calls. 


Dry year of eclipse—the summer laboured on 
and on, 

Like an old voice mumbling in a long deserted 
room: 

The slave yearned for new slavery—the free 
man despaired of dawn. | 

At spring a million flowers enwreathed a for- 
gotten tomb. | 


He went, the one in whose eyes I had trusted, 

On whose breast I had leaned 

As John leaned on another’s breast and heard 
the bread 

Broken—the sound of loosing star from star. 

Thrice did he come to me from the cold tomb, 

Thrice I denied him after he departed. 


And he with the grey eyes, 

Writhing his lips into a bitterer smile 

Of stern endurance of cold, joyless fate; 

He too moved swiftly out of my life forever. 


(aera a 


He left a song that moved in endless night, 
The song of man, abandoned by his gods. 


I heard it clearly on the barren moor, 

Where the wind strikes amid the grass, 
Immense. and sunken monoliths of weather- 
The wind—it blows a tone [beaten stone; 
Of old impersonal things, 

Which for our sorrow do not grow the lesser, 


Though time goes by them on unchanging 
wings. 


This that I heard made all that I have been 

Like to a theatre in which scene on scene 

Appears without an actor, and where no 
applause 

Breaks forth; these fancies in the brain, what 
is their cause? 


‘Man did the gods make 
Nature’s sole master; 
Broad-browed and lordly, 

King of earth’s harvests. 

Many the gifts they gave to him; 
Much joy he won therefrom. 

He whom they abandon, 

l*xile from their glory. 


‘Weak, puling, foolish, 
He strives to remember 
_ His kingdom forgotten. 


BR. fr29:] I 


Pitiful, lonely 

Last remnant of man! 

With him shall the gods not reckon, 
Neither length of days, | 

' Nor lasting renown, 

Nor love requited, 


Shall be his.’ 


After a year of rain old dreams came back, 
And once more flourished, maybe inly grew 
Within a ficld unseen—if the last track 
Back to that magic past I only knew! 
Sometimes it seems in me; again in you. 


Strive then no longer, 

Waken or slumber, 

Labour or suffer, 

With your small day be content: 

Yet be at peace within your inner mind, 
And you will find 

Far, far beyond your loneliness and pain 
Grey memories ripening under heavy rain. 
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Beenie iB: As Gee ar RA@ (CLK 
(TO THOMAS HARDY) 


I 


On the long headland, threshed about by 
round-backed breakers, 

There is a black rock, standing high at the full 
Off the headland there is loneliness, (tide; 
And the moaning of the ocean, 

And the black rock standing alone. 


In the orange wake of sunset, 

When the winds have fallen silent, 

And the shadows slip and meet together from 
the edges of the sea, 

Settled down in the dark water, 

Fragment of this earth abandoned, 

Ragged and huge the black rock stands. 


It is as if it listened, 

Stood and listened very intently, 

To the everlasting swish and boom and hiss of 
While afar off, to-the westward, {spray ; 
Dark clouds silently are packed together, 
With a dull red glow between. 


It is listening, it is lonely; 

For the sunlight 

Showed it houses near the headland, 
Distant trees and flowers. 
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For the sunlight caused to grow upon it blades 
of scanty grass | 

In the crannies of the granite 

Here and there; 

For the sunlight brought it back remembrance 

Long rejected (of a world 

And long lost: 

Showed it white sails near the coast, 

Children laughing in the bay, 

Signs of life and kinship with mankind 

Long forgot. 

. Now the sunset leaves it there, 

Bare, rejected, a black scrap of rock, 

Battered by the tides, 

Wallowing in the sea. 


Bleak, adrift, 

Shattered like a monstrous ship of stone 
By the waters, on its voyage; 

With no foot to touch its deck, 

With no hand to stir its sails, 

There it stands. 


II 


Gulls wheel near it in the sunlight, 
White backs flash, 
Grey wings eddy, curl, are lifted, swept away, 
On a wave: 
Gulls pass rapidly in the sunlight 
Round about it, 
[132] 


But the black rock does not welcome them, 
Knows by heart already all their cries; 
Hears repeated for the millionth millionth — 
All the bitterness of ocean [time 
Spoken in their voices. 


It still dreams of other things, 

Of the cities and the fields, 

And the lands near to the coast 
Where the lonely grassy valleys 

Filled with dun herds deeply browsing 
Sweep in wide curves towards the sea: 


It still holds the memory 

Of the wild bees booming, murmuring 
In the fields of thyme and clover, 

And the shadows of broad trees 
Towards noon: 


It still lifts its huge scarred sides 
Vainly, to the burning glare of noon, 
With the memory of doom 

Thick upon them; 

And the hope that by some fate 

It may come once more to be 

Part of all the earth it had: 


Freed from clamour of the waves, 
From the broken planks and wreckage, 
Drifting aimless, here and there, 


With the tides; 
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Freed to share its life with earth, 
And to be a dwelling place 

For the outcast tribes of men 
Once again. 


III 


In the morning, 

When the dark clouds swirl swift over 
Irom the southwest, dragging with them 
Heavy curtains of grey rain, 


The black rock rejoices. 

All its little gullies drip with cool refreshing 
All its crannies, all its steeps, [showers. 
All its meagre sheltered places 

Fill with drip and tinkle of the rain. 


But when afternoon amid the clouds 
Leaves adrift cool patches of the sky, 
Moving like smooth stretches of the sea 
Between floes of polar snow; 


Then the rock is all aflame; 
Diamonds, emeralds, topazes, 
Burn and shatter, till it seems 
Like a garden filled with flowers. 


Like a garden where the rapid wheeling lights 

And brown shadows drift and sway and fall; 

Spring and summer and red autumn chase each 
other 

Moment after moment, over its face. 
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‘So, till sunset 

Lifts once more its lonely crimson torch 
Menacing and mournful, far away; 

Then an altar left abandoned, it stands facing 
Whence the light departs: (all the horizon 


Massive black and crimson towers, 

Cities carven by the winds from out the clouds 
of sunset look at it; 

It has dreamed them, it has made this sacrifice, 

Now it sees their rapid passing, 

Soon it will be bleak and all alone. 


IV 


Abrupt and broken rock, 

Black rock, awash in the midst of the waters, 
Lonely, aloof, abandoned, 

Impotent to change; 


Storm clouds drift off, 

The sun strikes the hills far inland, 
But you are forever tragic and apart, 
Forever battling with the sea; 


Till the waves have ground you to dust, 

Till the ages are accomplished, 

Till you have relinquished the last reluctant 
fragment 

To the gnawing tecth of the wave. 


I know the force of your patience, 
Have shared your grim silent struggle, 


piss 


The mad dream you have and will not abandon, 
To cover your strength with gay flowers. 


Keel of the world, apart, 
I have lived like you. 


Some men are soil of the earth; 

Their lives are like harvest fields 

Green in the spring, and gold in their season, 
Then barren and mown; 


But those whom my soul has loved 

Are as barren rock standing off headlands, 
Cherishing perhaps a few bitter wild flowers 
That bloom in the granite year after year. 


= 
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ities sun that flattens its tongue upon the 

unwashed window-pane, 

And on the soot-draped wall; 

The sun that runs, a scissor-grinder’s wheel, 

Down streets with littered drains 

Where children are playing ball; 

And shirt-sleeved men are sitting, smoking 
their pipes in silence, 

And dirty window-curtains flap; 

And frowsy heads are leaning out of windows, 

And a blind man’s stick goes tap:— 

This fills my mind with many strange autumn 

That I have known of old; [things 

The laziness of passing wagon-wheels, 

Sunflower-faces framed in vivid gold, 

Beds that are unmade till afternoon, 

And drowsy flies that buzz a lonesome tune 

Along the window-sills; 

_ A scissor-grinder’s frizzling sound, 

Men carrying cans of beer that spill 

In thin pale drops upon the ground, 

A heavy dray pushed to the curb, 

Its driver, with an apron of leather, 

Shifting his cask athwart his shoulder; 

Until I pause to wonder whether 

Watching these things I shall get ever older. 


The sun gets hazier and hazier as if 
It were about to spend the last ray of its heart. 


Pas 


But there are many hours still left to afternoon, 

Many feet beat out a tired tune 

Against the hot and dusty pavements; 

Many windows clatter up and down, 

Many breezes blow through ragged trees, 

Shaking scorched and withered leaves; 

Many weary teamsters travel through the town. 

The sun, a broad-faced driver on a dray, 

Drags my heart, a heavy cask, away 

Towards the old blue sky wherein the stars are 

I shall go on with him because I must: (dust. 

But I shall not be told when I am gone, 

What is the need of life and why we wander 
restlessly on. 


Long ago, 

In the voyage of my longing there were pleasant 
dreams, I know, 

Memories that came to me, 

Each as perfect as an awakening tree, 

In the lands of ancient fairy tales, the realms 
of long ago. 

But my days have clashed—they fell— 

I have found out a new hell: 

I must go 

Counting the vague furrowed traces 

Which the waves wash over the sands, 

Questioning strange human faces, 

Gathering shells of hope with hungry hands; 

Where some blue and shining breaker 

Breaks alone, 
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Oftentimes I stop and groan 

For my thirst I cannot slake, nor 
Find someone 

Who will seek and seek with me: 
Every soul’s a world apart. 

In my heart 

Shone proud light, and beat a bell; 
But my days have clashed—they fell; 
I have found out a new hell. _ 
None can summon back again 
Happiness which fled through gates of pain; 
Spent and shattered I must go, 

This I know, 

Towards my desolate lost acre 

In the empty wastes of hell. 


So in this afternoon of heat and of dust though 
I strive for long to attain, 

I only see, lowering and vast, 

That it is not given to anyone to ever recover 
the past; 

To move back through the doors of his consci- 
ousness towards the unconscious dim strain 

Of that which is its own purpose: only again 
and again 

I must suffer and struggle as if this hour were 
my last, 

To balance enduring long sorrew with a bliss 
of which I am fain: 

For without some sense of renewal, what is the 
need of my past? 
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What is moving me terribly onwards, sweeping 
through joy and through pain 

Of the seasons and years? What pulses on 
steadily behind the last veil of the dark- 
ness? 

Why are we drawn to it, struggling with it, 
fighting it? That is what | would find, 

Or my mind 

Will batter itself into atoms before a door with- 
out a key, 

Behind which, like music, the sea 

Of the immutable whispers and whispers to 
me. 


The enduring and sun-withered trees speak to 
me every morning, bidding me keep firm, 
under their breath: 

But the tall weedy blossoms that mark the end. 
of the late-flowering year, 

The rocket-like sparks of the goldenrod, the 
asters like showers of stars, 

The dry winds of autumn stirring the loose 
fallen leaves, the crickets that shrill in the 

Whisper to me as I pass (grass, 

Of death. 

And I would pass onward with them at this 
time, my last page long written, my last 

Discontent registered, forgotten. [*ragments 
of me shall be swept 

Down with the scourings of earth to the cold 
blue mouths of the sea; 
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Parts of me shall be caught at by roots and 
dragged upwards by the sun; 

Much of me shall wait vainly knocking at the 
dumb gates of the rocks. 

Oh! I know I shall only attain 

Very painfully, each part rebellious to the last, 
and battling with the darkness: 

Seeking to hold to its purpose, to speak that 
which only I know, 

For I have sought to bring back a key made 
out of words, that man migh: conquer his 


pass ? 
Its terrible silence, its stony conicmpt, and its 
But now I shall only take (night. 


Unconscious, dumb and unworthy all that I 
gained not awake, 

And shall go on, however strongly I fight, 

Towards the old blue void before which burns 

My effort undone. {the sun, 

For the sea tells me so every morning, and it 
never tells lies; 

And perl 1aps, at the very last, 

Something deeper, more poignant shall rise, 

Some revelation of earth more great than I 
dreamed in the years gone by, 

Something to tell me the struggle was worth 

fire die, [it, and all is Siri) well 

But even so, if I know, 

I shall never be able to tell. 
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THeAwes DAY 


ik AT day 

Was like a ruby crusted with brown mud; 
A jewel hooped about with battered gold . 
Wrenched from a crown and thrown 

Amid a mob loud-chaffering by a stall. 

It was to them like any other day, 

No eye had part in it, but we who saw 
Ourselves torn free at last from space and time, 
Kindled again to the old gleam of flame 
Within its heart that held our very souls 
That day. 


The rhododendrons blazed beneath the rain; 
Crimson they flashed without against black 
That day. [hills 
As, in the faded shadows of a room, 

We sat and drank our wine. 

You said, 

“You should be glad of song even in this hell.’ 
And truly I was glad 

As an old tree, long-shedding its last leaves 
Rejoices, thinking of the sap it had. 


The city kept our hearts in tune 

That day: 

Behind the fee partitions broidered over 
With an old faded pattern of pink-centred 
There seemed to us to hover (flowers, 
A distant singing that went by for hours, 
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Voices were rising and falling 

In the chanting of a mass; 

Days staggering under dark regret may through 
my future pass, 

But still I know for once there came a word 

Not breathed by human lips, but in the heart’s 
core heard. 


Without, as at a show, 

The crimson rhododendrons stood bowing in a 
row 

Like princesses with quilted skirts of green 

Purfled with crimson silk; the dry and lean 

Shrill air of April scraped its loud gavotte 

Against their boughs, that day. 

The while, about that spot, 

Rain-haunted ranges mingled black on grey. 

Tar off on foothills red-brown roof-tops glowed, 

Lisping unquiet poplars lined the road, 

But you with your pale lips alone could say 

Wherefore I had to turn the other way. 


That day 

My life was tautened like the dark round bow 

Of the grim wind when the dawn-archer comes 

And loosens his arrow-flight of light against the 
Stars’ 

All of my being, evil and good, prepared 

To spend itself in one mad sacrifice, 

That the new vision we both shunned and 

Might safely rise. [shared 
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But, afterwards, 

ae ruby of the crown was tossed aide 
The singing in the distance all died down; 
The rhododendrons shattered under rain; 
The flame that lit the distant hillside town 
Faded to brown. 

When all that could be done was done, 
When all that could be said was said, 
Our wills were broken and shed 


That day. 
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(TO JOHN J. A. MURPHY) 
I 


eee were the seas that you knew, and 

these were the ways that you followed 

From your Genoa of the dark narrow streets, 
where the sails flapped against the fronts 
of the houses; 

The wave of the Mediterranean, evenly spaced, 
foamless wave ever advancing and never 
returning, 

This was the power that lured you on, and 
perhaps also the tale of some yellow- 
shawled Arab sailor 

Whose dark brown sunken eyes burned 
pias) at you, kindling with vivid fire 

Above his scarred and sunken cheeks, weath- 
ered by tropic tempest. 

He spoke to you of Cathay and the way thither, 
from the ports that open on the red desert, 

Of Travancore and of Ind, of Taprobane and 
of the valley of spices. 

And your eyes were taken away from him as 
he spoke, they went seeking the far-off 
horizon, 

Taut as the string of a violoncello played upon 
by the light; above it opal-fired clouds 

“were gathered 

Piled high like the mountain-tops of dark 

islands waiting for an eternal conquest. 
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This was the land that you loved, that you left, 


The 


You 


You 


You 


that you did not see again: 

land of the grey-green olives climbing 
the hills in high terraces, of the black 
cypresses following in procession like 
monks in cowls, of the umbrella pines 
soaring to the tops of the mountains. 
left it for a harsher land, for Spain of the 
Kings, sunburnt, grey, desolate, a land 
where for seven hundred years the ice- 
flame of the Cross had struggled with the 
soft moony splendours of Islam. 

left it for the opening to the unknown 
ocean where pink Jebel el Tarif glares at 
Africa opposite, couchant and yellow and 
sullen, 

left it for the purple-green Gulf Stream 
breaking about you in foam, for naked 
brown Indian girls strolling amid palms, 
for solitude, glory, and silence. 


II 


When you had abandoned the land’s last horizon, 
When you floated to tropic waters, 
When the wave took you not knowing whither 


you would go, when the wind in your 
white sails was silent, 


And you abode in the midst of the seas 
Like a swimming flash floating at the centre 


of a great shell dyed with purple-blue 


colours, 
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Then to you pacing the tiny deck of your 
caravel, each distant cloud grew a portent, 

Eaci floating weed promised an island, 

Keach shifting sea-breeze came laden aris per- 
fume of flowers and spices, 

And the sea-turtles swimming about you 

through the blue depths below raised ever 

your hopes for a landfall. 


The birds flew hither and thither, 

The yards on the tall masts were righted, 

The breeze failed and slackened, the sea ran 
like a river, the wind was adverse, 

The men greeted you with scowls or with 
smiles, there was thunder in the air every 
morning, 

Each day brought a new world closer. 


You sailed onward from death to life and back 
to death again a hundred times, 

You trembled at the oncoming of darkness, 

The sun shutting his gates of orange and rose 
before you with a clang as of breaking 
metal, 

The men crossing themselves as the lantern 
was hoisted to the maintop, 

And each sunrise found you pacing the deck 
all alone with pale face and sweat-darkened 
hair. 


It was pride, pride of faith, that still there 
-upbore you, 
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Pride in your Genoa the superb, pride of a 
steel blade tempered in Spanish fires of 
conquest; 

You tore up the tottering cross and you bore it, 

You the new Christopher, over the streams of 
the ocean, 

In your pride exulting at the sufferings of the 
dying man hanging upon it, 

For in truth you were bearing the black sins 
of Europe to a land where no sin had yet 
been. 

II 

We who have struggled upon a longer, more 
desperate voyage, 

Who have battled with tempests of the inner 
soul and have felt our planks give way to 
the waves that attacked them, 

Who have lifted up hands in mad mutiny 
against our own brothers, who have 
covered the earth with dark slaughter, 

Who have slain many a blossoming hope, and 
poisoned the spring air with horror, 

Who have fashioned ruins to take the place of 
men; 

We yet have struggled onward and on 

Dreaming of a hope beyond human hope, of 
a knowledge beyond human knowledge, 

Of a desire beyond human desire, 

When the temptation of the serpent shall be 
no more bitter, nor the deed of shame 
done in the darkness, 
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In the days when man shall hold the sun like 
a naked child close in his arms, and woman 
stand laughing beside him; 

When awakening in the morning they shall be 
made one, nor conceal with cold darkness 
and horror 

The desire of their souls upsurging through 
dust, desire to attain the last heaven; 

Where there shall be naught that we shrink 
from, naught that we dare not cour- 
ageously and faithfully achieve here, 

Twain made one in ourselves, and through our- 
selves outward for ethers 

When the desire and despair of mankind shal] 
be crowned with immortal white glory, 

We know that on that great day to come you 
will rise again as a red star beckoning 
us on. 


New worlds yet unconquered waken each day 
within us, 

Youth cannot fully conquer, nor oul age fully 
conquer, 

We shall abandon our works to the passing of 
years, to the waves’ teeth and the winds’ cry, 

Setting forth with full sail for an ocean unseen, 
burning with zeal to achieve it: 

Youth is the season for planning and dream- 

ing, for hoping and praying, for seeking: 

Still to come is the season for achieving all that 

we have to achieve and for passing beyond, 
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We from the seas that you found, and the ways 
that you wandered, 

From clamorous and sullen streets where the 
spirit is stifled and vanquished, 

From cities of sham and of greed, from energies 
shattered and wasted, 

From a flat barren shore where the wave in mad 
tides rushes up the grey land to devour it, 

Come to the quiet deep bays that you lost, to 
the soft-swelling olive-grey hillsides, 

Where the cross for five centuries longer has 
hung bearing its burden of sorrow, 

And we bring with us the old seed ripened to 
a fruit, the proud will grown bitter and 
silent, 

The suffering become a garment, and the glory 
grown a dark weapon; 

Scarified through defeat we come hither and. 
we stand before you now silent, 

You who once guided us westward, here on 
this eastward shore will now look down 
and understand. 


[152] 


(rE yO EAE 
eee M the grey rock, the grey flame; 


From the slope swooning in sunlight 
Downward the olive-trees leap and they carry 
Grey-lichened tangle of branches, 


Thin-bodied die of pale flame. 


On the grey rock, the grey shadow; 
Leaf that the proud Greeks prized, 
Sapless and leathery leaf, 

Sage-green and silver, you hang 
Changeless there, year upon year; 
Symbol of life beyond hope 

Drawn from the rock-strewn slope 
Of the brown mountains descending 
In the face of the midwinter sun. 


Round you the seasons will pass. 
Violets, dark flame in the grass, 
Asphodels, spiky and pale, 
Poppy, red-crinkled with sleep, 
Dry husks and seeds, then again 
Windflowers waking the gardens. 
Grey-lichened, gnarled, you aloft 
Lean to the sun-burnished sky; 
Heedless how often years pass, 
Or seasons fade out into death; 
While your dark, purple- skinned fruit 
On its grey branch never fails. 
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Greeks ran and found not their goal. 
Romans tramped on into dust, 
Knights of the Cross saw you far 
Mingling your ash with their banners— 
Christ knelt beneath you and groaned, 
Darkly an angel drew nigh 

Holding a cup of pale moonlight: 
Coldly it brimmed to his lips, 

And your leaves hissed a reply. 
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Tae Goes ReEVS'S 


TILL and lone and proud it stands, 
Guarding white and silent lands; 


Like an obelisk of sleep, 
Etched against the sky’s blue deep; 


I'lame of bronze that does not change, 
Though the seasons ’round it range; 


Tower of silence in the light, 
Sleeping sentinel at night; 


Warrior waking at the cry 
Of the winds that vex the sky, 


Softly swaying at a breath; 
Cypress, the black tree of death. 


By the old brown villa wall, 
Mutely ranked, funereal, 


With their tops that seem to spurn 
Earth beneath, you may discern: 


Watching over hills afar 
To where blue-black mountains are, 


F aintly bronzed by sunset’s glow, 
Cypresses ranked in a row. 
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And they seem to whisper still, 
‘Turn and wander as you will, 


‘Pile up arches, scatter gold, 


Ride to feasts, be proud and bold, 


‘Snatch a kiss or thrum a song, 
Blood atones for every wrong: 


‘Suffer, struggle, beat your breast, 
Soon under our roots you will rest, 


‘Soon the passing of the years 
Will not bring you joy or tears, 


‘Soon the kiss of man and maid 
May not penetrate your shade, 


‘Soon the clink of swords or gold 
Will not break the peace you hold, 


“While the changing of the sky, 
Rose to blue, will pass you by. 


‘Still and lone the cypress stands, 
Guarding still and lonely lands; 


‘Freed from every mortal breath, 
For the cypress-shade is death.’ 
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Obie: eb Esdo=T; OW ER 
ey oan the sea is the shore, and beyond 


the shore is the town, 

With its boats drawn to rest on the pebbled 
slope, and its folk clattering through the 
low arches; 

Beyond the town is the tower of the church, 
and beyond that the hills make a circle, 

With their terraced olives, and tumbling vines, 
and the blue sky burnished above them. 


Beyond the veil of the outward life is the body 
with its nerves and its senses, 

And beyond that is the breath of the lungs, 
which we hold and release every instant, 

And beyond that is the mind erect in pure 
consciousness of being, 

And beyond that is the void of God which we 
fill with our time and space. 


The sea is a vast shimmering fabric drawn up 
to cling close to the shore, 

The town is a series of movements and sounds, 
changing and ever returning, 

The hills are a grey cup upbrimmed with the 
sky, but the church with its vaults and its 
tower 

Is sea and city and hills and sky in one. 


Man’s senses are like a sea asleep or awakened 
for tempest. 


Gus | 


Man’s breath is like ebbing and flowing of life 
through a town’s humming streets and 
low arches; 

Man’s soul is the blue dome of day or of night 
which we cling to often in silence; 

But man’s mind is a lofty bell-tower'set between 
them, scanning their rhythm forever. 
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LERO UVM tUsO Rel Os MieN Oe BiOadeNi TT.” 


(IN MEMORIAM FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE) 


I 


usic of violins and of guitars 
Rises up straight from the night, 
Slow like great walls of deep flame; 


Music of faint winds that whisper, 
Rattling like thin drifts of hail 
Through the pale olive trees; 


Music of mountains that sweep 
Purple-brown waves frozen high 
Over the horizon-edge. 


Music of blue gulf that summons 
With slow placid waters soft-creeping 
Man’s ever-passionate soul, 


Softly the night ebbs—the ships 
Lie asleep in calm harbours; 
Rest after fortunate day. 


Slowly a bell tolls and far 
Cypresses fling up black shadows 
Into the star-powdered sky. 


Round the moon poised in its zenith, 
Pregnant and calm in the stillness, 
Ashen light shapes a great ring. 
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Everything turns and returns, 
Empires have faded and ebbed, 


Empires to life will return. 


Man has gone down to the sea, 
Like a great ship flying high 

At his proud masthead a torch 
Shedding its sparks through the darkness: 


Man has sat lonely and still 

On his cold peak of despair, 
Watching the ebbing of night 
Over the valleys of dawn, . 
Dreaming of pale stars that dance 
Over the peaks before day. 


All is aedreamjms'aidream: 
Waking we dream, and asleep 
Maybe through dreams we awake 
Seeking some meaning unseen. 


True to the earth we have been. 
Far on our mountain-heights 
Like to blind eagles we gazed 
Into the eye of the sun, 
Waiting the hero to be. 


True to a sea-borne flame 

Others have been, and they fared 
Beaten by storms beyond help 

On to their doom in the night. 
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Flame of the noon and the stone, 

Flame of the ship and the gale, 

either is flame, and beyond 

There is naught but the silence of night. 


II 


Music of noon-rippling waves 

On this glassy blue gulf of the sea, 
Like a great azure-paved floor 
Whercon the sun walks, unchanging :— 


Music of bird-song that breaks 
Irom the brown curve of the shore, 
Where the grey olives ride high, 
leathery soft smoke blown aloft: 


Music of bells from the tower 
Beating out noon where afar 
Slim campanili dream hidden 
Over towns quiet, aslecp. 


Silently, far to the south, 

Tuscany sleeps, and the bay 

With its brown leonine mountains 
Maned with white snows at their peaks, 
I‘ades into still afternoon. 


Here on this slope there are trees; 
Green and grey olives, below 

On the smooth glassy floor of the sea, 
Like a butterfly floating and poised, 
One ship with white sails outspread. 
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Man’s life is like a lone ship; 
Cold, unknown gulfs watch below; 
Over his head still unchanged 
Rushes the sun—at some hour 
Marking the still height of noon. 


Height beyond height—for no higher 
Than his own noon can he grope, 
This is man’s tragedy. 


Tragic height—-now never more 
Light can be shed; hour on hour 
Going down, going down, loosing far 
Flame from the empty horizon, 
Kindling peaks soon to burn out, 
Man must go on in the darkness. 


Lonely is night but more sad 

Is the flame of the noon, for it gives 

All of its glow but in vain; 

Poured out on the earth without ceasing, 
Which takes it with never a thought. 


Here one has paused and his power 
Was as the sunlight that gives 
Rays washed away by the night. 


Here one has wandered and now 

Still through the noon glides his thought, 
Blazing on blue glassy “floors, 

Blown through grey olive trees, 
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Quivering up peak beyond peak 
With the power of a dream unfulfilled. 


II 


Mountains rest far in the noon, 
Mountains are smoky and still; 
Snow avalanches have thundered 
Down to their bases; they spread 
Here where the valleys slink deep, 
Split as with axes in earth. 


Barren and gullied and hoar, 

Haunt of the eagle scarce-seen, 
Wrinkled and dull with their tops 

In a hundred-mile circle round spread, 
Mountains enkindle to life. 


It is the still hour and | 

Go once again to the mountains; 
Bearing my ashes of hope 

To the altar-like summit, most still. 


Pale living presences, peaks, 
Star-watchers, guardians of snows, 
Be you my witness of song. 


Be you the witness of flame; 

That my darkness is ended, that night 
Has taken its own; that I come 
Lonely, my penitence shattered, 

Back to unchanging glad day. 
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Be you the witness I seek 

Poised far beyond human hope, 

That the flame will soon pass when I go 
Seaward as streams that leap down 
Spurning the sheltering earth. 
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BOOK V 


PBINee to ikoo wel etn, 
UNKNOWN GOD 


BisY VIAN Ope AD Alvi 


earth 

My roots creep, circling about the vast corpses 
there slain; 

Sucking the marrow from Rare rotting grave- 
yards grown over, 

Crawling into the last fastness of the dead 

Where all is horror and darkness: 

My roots thrill at the unnameable soft ooze 

Of the abyss; 

My roots are insatiable in their hungry cruelty. 


I AM the beast. To the central core of the 


Iam the poet. By the black rim of the world 

I warm my hands at the sunset’s red furnace- 
mouth, 

And watch the stars, like loosed stallions, hush 
out of darkness; 

Seeking undiscovered worlds 

I peer into the emptiness of heaven, 

But find no glimmer, although myvision goes far, 

No glint from long-forgotten beacon-pyres of 

To shatter unpeopled night. [victory 


Tam the man. I have clasped the earth to my 
breast, 
Have drunken of her rivers, and gorged on her 
green herbage, 
My teeth are as hungry scythes mowing a 
million fields, 


(er) 


My body is as a cloud filled with the lightning. 

Desolate I make earth’s surface, trailing behind 
me the past, 

Leaving behind me mad ruin and chaos of years, 

Heedless of the future’s warning, so I may eat 
and be filled, 

I am the man, the master of life upon earth. 


I am the lover. Into the gulf of the night 

I pour the laughter of my breath, like falling 
stars. 

My kisses are countless as leaves, grass-blades, 
raindrops, moments, 

My kisses are fashioned out of fire seeking the 
darkness. 

Come, my beloved, you with eyes waking as 
stars 

In the night of your body, you will I shatter and 
fill 

With the fire of my failure and striving, my 
night and my might and regret, 

Receiving in turn the blue cup of forgetfulness 

With the lotus of dreams, {brimmed 

Light surging out of the darkness, the darkness 
that holds close the light. 


Tam the dancer. My being is never still, 

Sometimes it leaps ferociously on its fixed 
purpose, 

Sometimes it sweeps above life, in sudden 


ecstasy, 
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Sometimes it stretches out sharp clutching 
palms at the stars; 

Or it shatters and falls; or often it moves evenly, 

Like an unfettered mountain in rhythmical 
sleep. 

But always it dances and I dance in unison 
with it, . 

Like the irritable thundercloud over the clash 
of the seas, 

Cleaving the waves, casting upward pale rain- 
bows of spray, 

Burying the ship under floodgates of rain, 
creating new oceans of dawn. 


Iam the god. I brood upon my mystery 

For ages, for ages on ages. I steadily cast 

My glory, my joy, my being into the vast 

Abyss of time where all falls and is for- 
gotten. 

Tam the purposcandaim. In meis nochange. 
herpastis:to. be. 

Tam alone with my terrible loneliness 

That surges and rages and boils up in me as 
a sea, 

That never can accomplish its ultimate longing, 
and pass. 

Someday, while I sit here unstirring, 

Secing how petty and vain all my efforts have 
proved, 

Out of the fires of my shame, I will make a 


new god, © 
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To hurl his huge strength at me, cast me out 
into night, 

Throw me resisting into the inhuman depths 
of dark space, 

Till the heavens roll up as a scroll, and the 
struggles of life surge anew. 
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PEA YEARS 


ec? OR TH Ey WLN-D 


ET the wind come, 

And cover our feet with the sands of seven 
Let strong breezes rise [deserts 
Washing our ears with the far-off sounds of the 
Let there be between our faces [foam. 
Green turf and a branch or two of back-tossed 
Set firmly over questioning hearts ftreess 
The deep unquenchable answers of the wind. 


ta? WO Re A) riba ALIN: 


er the rain beat in our faces 

As we go out on the great quest of life, 
Let it blind our eyes with bitter tears, 
Tears of the fury of pain. 

Let us hear great heavy rains plodding 
Over the furrows of unploughed earth, 
lor only in this sorrow freely spoken 
Can new life come to be, for other men. 


Tele Oak wINEAG KS Ey DaNeiesss 
Ler our bodies run laughing in the sun- 


hight; 
Or ipa under the soft blanket of the stars: 
Let us imitate in our movements 
The nakedness of trees 
That clothe themselves with their fierce glory 
Of green or red, that boldly display their leaves; 


(teers 


Let us go forth in day, clad in our might like 
mountains 

To return bearing upon our foreheads the final 
kiss of the sun. 


TV sat OR ELE as 
Lert us bear rich heavy harvests, 
Fruits of experience which hang long 
In the garden of life, in the autumn, 
Inviting eager lips and eyes. 
Yet let us always be children, 
Let butterfly moments find us playing. 
Let us learn the lesson of the flowers that freely 
ive 
Their petals and their scent. 


Vile ROT Dn bt 


Let the dark king who wil! crown us 

Be welcomed with a waking smile; 

Let him sit beside us in every room, 

A friend to whom we give unspoken thoughts. 
Comrade, we will offer you but one kiss only | 
It is enough, you will not need any more; 

All of our lives you have waited, patient, 
Come now and take from us this failing breath. 


Vil OB OVeE 


Let us know the love that destroys us, 

And the love that sets us free; | 
Let us seek the true God who in darkness 
Rises out of his time-walled tomb. 
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Let love be helpless as a child 

‘hat we may lift it up to conquer, 

Let love be a terrible sword-thrust shearing on 
through our souls, 

Darkening our eyes, that we may have no 
honour. 


VLG Ok Was DiOM 


Gop of the Gods of the earth, 

Pour down on us dark wisdom 

‘That we may speak what is needed for our kind, 
And for the rest, keep silence. 

Flame-tortured pulse of power 

That sinks too soon in darkness, 

Give wisdom and the light 

That reconciles. 


Veit Or CON PUL C re 


LET it not cease 

This great storm in which we 

Are held here an instant. 

Let it go on, be complete. 

Let it end its terrible task 

In fierce mad flashes of lightning, 

In drums of thunder, and red hail of flame. 
Since we unreasonably seek 
A bitterer laughter, a more sacred joy of tears, 
Let there be conflict 

Even to the last. 
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Le tO erate 


Ler there be pity, 

Dumb, grey, and voiceless, 

Pity that drops the sword; 

Which does not offer 

Aught but a handclasp 

And a heart-broken smile. 

Let pity wash us clean for further conflict, 
Let it be dew on the faces of our dead. 


X. FOR CONTEMPT 


Der usibe*hard 

As a great jagged stone 

Which keeps the thought of a star, 

Let us hate cleanly. 

lor since love without hatred 

Is the fire that falls and is scattered, 

Let our hate prompt our love 

To scale every steep that leads up from the last 
abyss. 


Als FORDPREN EW AL 


THOUGH we must perish, 

Let there still be renewal; 

Let life go on 

Somewhere under the stars: 

Tragic and absurd | 

With a worn-out dream for its garment. 

Let life still be crucified between the two evils 
of pain and death, 

Because we longed to destroy them. 
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Sith ORSRECON CILLA TION 


Let there be eternal good, 

And let there also be eternal evil; 
Cloud about the mercy-seat, 

Risen morning-star. 

Let us seek the one, 

And find dark consolation in the other. 
So we will mount 

On wings of pain, suffering, hunger, 
Straight up to where eternity 

In music shall enfold us. 
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TOS PE EE GURNEE NO A\WWa Nee GIO 


I 
ov who are life entwined with death in 


fiery bonds of longing, 
Dazzling flame in the night, black cloud across 
the noonday; 
You are eternal: transient because eternal: 
You are all things encircling into one. 


Iforce of the darkened moment 

Fresh-pulsing through my being, 

Madly caressing my naked heart, I hold you; 

Sprung from the dust of the earth, I meet you 
face to face. 


You who have carved the foreheads of the 
mountains, 

Darted the billion spears of the rain down- 
pouring, | 

Crashed in the fall of the torrent, roared in the 
glittering river, 

Murmured and whistled and hummed in the 
uprisen sea: 


You gardener of the earth! Ten million 
blossoms 

Bloom heedlessly and die for you each moment; 

Forests cast down their leaves, renew in spring- 
like splendour, 

On hills and plains great herds hear your wild 


voice. 
aoa 


Dancer amid the hurricanes of heaven, 

Breath of the black typhoon, shaper of sudden 
earthquake, 

Lord of the tidal wave, king of the fire and the 
tempest, 

To you be praise eternal! 


You who have buried the universe in darkness, 

Have fashioned countless suns to wheel apart 
in darkness, 

Have fashioned man to bear the torch of soul 
athwart the darkness; 

You, hid in the pulse of atoms in the darkness: 


Since we are lost in boundless night and never 

May we find out the light of truth that con- 
quers every shadow, 

Since what is locked away in our own hearts 

To you be praise forever! [eludes us, 


Praise for each moment of life that is in vain, 

Praise for each idle breath, red praise from 
dawn to sunset, 

Dark praise in seas of sleep, praise for awaken- 
ing sorrow, 

Praise, endless praise unspoken! 


Praise above al! for every sin and failure, 
Praise for all here that stumbles, falls, and 


strugel ess 
Since error is burning life, and death is black 
Praise that no life is perfect! [perfection, 


B.R. eos M 


Praise for each bitter moment of helpless 
courage, 

Praise for each grinding care, each dragging 
sorrow, 

Praise for despair that counsels us to perish, 

Praise for both hell and heaven! 


Praise because naught abides; praise because 
all is ever 

The seed that is torn and dies, renews itself to 
alter, 

Hurrying from shape to shape the soul new- 
formed, unmeasured 

By time or space or life or love or death. 


Out of a thousand million living voices, 

Out of a thousand billion burning planets, 

Out of the boundless infinite, past and present, 
summed up in this moment, 

Praise without end and glory! 


II 


Have mercy, O God, upon all mankind here on 
earth, 

- Because we have nothing left to offer now: 

Nothing but our broken bodies, 

Nothing but our broken hearts, 

Nothing but our broken lives; 

Our labours which are endless, 

Our sorrows which are useless, 

Our infamy which is perfect. 
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Because of this, O God, 
Have mercy now upon us! 


Have mercy upon us because we were born to 
sorrow; 

Because the first thing that we feel is pain, 

And the second, hunger; 

Because the winter makes us shiver and the 
summer pant for breath; 

Because in heat or cold, in day or night we 
labour, 

Labour, struggle, suffer, fight with time and 
hunger 

Only to get strength for a further struggle; 

Cheating ourselves of ease and sleep because 
we dare not take them, 

Worrying, quarrelling, oppressing the sickly 
and the weak, 

Lying, stealing, defrauding, and laughing at 
those we Riera 

Judging each other in hypocrisy and applaud- 
ing ourselves for our judgments: 

Because the beginning and end of all are alike 
injustice and sorrow, 

Have mercy now upon us! 


Have mercy on us, O God, because of our 
shame we are weary, 

. Because our infamy is so great that we no more 
may bear it, 

Because we can no longer look into another’s eyes, 
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Because there are no lips unperjured, no hearts 
not utterly false. 

Behold the wars we have made, with these will 
You not be content? 
Can You wish yet more, still more and more, 
until all the earth is soaked through? 
More endless crucifixions of humankind—but 
to what good, to what profit? 

We have drunken of our cup to the very dregs: 
behold, it yet overflows! 

The smoke of our shambles is a black cloud, 
blotting out the very daylight:— 

Give us the final blow, the sword of the utter- 
most sorrow, 

Blow out man’s life like a guttering candle, 
bestow now upon us the darkness, 

Have mercy now upon us! 


Have mercy upon us, O God, because the end 
is darkness, 

Because faithless, hopeless, loveless, we yet 
cry out to You, ; 

Who have deafened Your ears for eternity and 
will never make us an answer; 

Because we have nothing left but to cry out 
-and to pass on in the darkness, 

Because we are madmen mouthing before the 
eternal silence! 

From the depths of our degradation, from the 
bottom of our broken hearts, 
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From the night of our hopeless lives, from the 
despairs of our failing strength, 

From the shame of our lying lips, from the 
pollution of our impure minds, 

From the sloth of our sordid souls, from our 
greed, from our need, from our anger, 

From our madness, from our horror, from the 
stark staring night of our hell, 

But for one little instant, because we cry out 
without cause, 

Without reason, without excuse, merely because 

Have mercy now upon us! [we dare cry out, 


III 


With your outlaws, O God, let me stand up at 
the judgment; 

With those that blasphemed You, because they 
sought You always; 

With those who denied You because You 
denicd Yourself to them; 

With those who were broken on the great 
terrible wheel of this earth. 

With those who hated themselves because they 
loved You, 

With those who laboured against themselves 
because You cursed their labour, 

With those to whom life was vain struggle and 
time was worth nothing but for a glimpse 
Of Your face, 

With Your outlaws, O God, I claim at last a 


place. 
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Grant me, O God, 

Not to know joys only but Ceres and deadlier 
sorrow, 

Not to have happiness only but struggle and 
pain, 

Breaking on me like a black tidal wave assault- 
ing a rock with its roar. 

Grant me rebellion and freedom: . 

Guided by the swinging compass of my own 
heart’s aim let me seek You, 

Wrestling with You as with an enemy through- 
out all my life’s adventure; 


Though, at the last, I fail. 


With Your outlaws, O God, let me stand up: ‘at 
the judgment, 

With those and those only who are broken 
and unforgiven; 

With Lucifer, Your morning star, who fled to 
this earth out of heaven, 

Bringing with him new fire of hope to warm 
life’s winter failing; 

With Cain, who through faith in his God, took 
his trotters life as a hostage, 

And bears now Your brand through eternity, 
symbol of his shame and triumph. 

With the harlots, thieves and publicans whom 
Christ loved and made of His King- 
see 

With heretics and madmen, great mockers and 
great despisers, 
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With every struggling artist-soul who through ~ 
long toil and sorrow 

Found in his inmost heart the secret key to 
heaven, 

And opened wide the eternal pites that all 
might come and enter, 

With these and with no others, I claim at last 
a place. | 


Grant me, O God, 

Not to know bodies only but also the souls 
behind them; 

Not the green garment of grass that the 
earth wears, aie the fre of her naked 
flesh, 

Not the blue cloud-ridden sky but the song of 
the lark as it soars, 

Like a young bridegroom, joyous, through the 

mystery of those spaces. 

Let me long desperately after the flesh but still 
more desperately after the spirit, 

Let me be never satisfied—let me pass on 
through life still seeking; 

Let me look at the stars and love them, immoral 
and lawless, 

Let me look upon men and women and love 
them even though You warn me not to 
love them. 


Since all the temples made by hands fall soon 
to dust and ruin; 
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Since this song too is useless, a vain cry uncom- 
prehended; 

Since I at bottom am lawless, and You have 
promised and said 

That the kingdom of the heavens suffers 
violence and the violent shall take it by 
storm, 

Place me now among the violent, among those 
who admit of no laws, 

Class me among the outcasts, the broken and 
weary, the followers of every lost cause 
upon earth. 

Make me now one of them, fill me with their 
fury, let me, as they, seek You face to face, 

Beyond the last illusion, where amid the shout- 
ing stars, 

Throned upon fire, in garments sealed with 
endless sacrifice, 

Sacred and glorious, fiesh and spirit fused and 
merged in one, 

You turn the great wheel of the world under 


Your bleeding feet. 


IV 


Stony and vast and agelessly old and still 
He sits who craves no part in human will: 


Unspeaking and unwearied, striving not, 
The single living force time has forgot. 


About Him rage ten billion suns; their eyes 
Blaze out, then ebb. No flicker of surprise 


[ 184 ] 


Enthralls Him. Shapes before Him shift and 
run; 
He does not care what is undone or done. 


For weary, idle, very old and stale, 
‘To Him is now creation’s endless tale. 


And naught within it all can He now see, 
_ Its infinite naught but vacuity. 


All is but shapeless dust Elis feet have trod 
In vain upstirring it. Not any God 


As equal to Himself He found. Again 
He has sought here and there, but all is vain; 


Vain, idle, useless. Neither in heaven nor hell, 
Nor in mankind’s dumb longing can He dwell. 


Only within the void. Withdrawn behind 


The veil of time can He rest now, resigned. 


Sometimes the fall of a lost star through night 
He sees, but does not alter His fixed sight. 


Sometimes a world explodes, and people shriek 
As they are torn to bits. He does not speak, 


Sometimes a new star-cluster swift expands 
Out of dead dust, dark-whirled. He does not 
lift His hands. 
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Only from age to age across that face, 
Vast, stony, lifeless, without any trace 


Of thought or effort, slowly falls a tear 
And slides down chin and cheek till it drops 
clear 


Into the abyss of nothingness. And no spot 
Of space receives it. *lis as if it were not. 


And still He does notmove. And still Hesees, 
Out of the darkness crawling, new eternities, 


Which wax and wane, while still His dark 
heart dreams . 

That all of those tears which have fallen down 
in streams 


From His heart since the birth of time have 
grown 
An endless ocean, serene, still, alone; 


Whose brackish waters quench the failing 
power 
Of the far stars; and rising, hour by hour, 


Will conquer worlds of ice and flame and men, 
And when the last has fallen, then, O then, 


Brooding on that still ocean will He be 
Alone at last to all eternity. 
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v 


We have no power of life that is not shared; 
We have no past that is not ours; to-day 
Fach burning moment that we live is filled 
With deep, incredible meanings born in song. 


We are the bearers of the Word unheard, 

‘The shapers of the force unseen. We know 

That love and death are one, yet, in between, 

Life, like a point of steel, plucks at our strings 
anew. 


We have no force to lift a little finger 
Without awaking, in the harp of unimagined 
Some tune that travels on. [power, 
We are the players in Your symphony, 


O God, and when strings break, 

And the faint frozen fingers cannot strike 

Aught but the shuddering rattle of death upon 
them, 

On far, far distant strings the song of life is 
waking. 


Waking and rising and calling 

To the dumb sleepers under earth, 
Stirring the dust of long-forgotten planets 
On million-miled horizons yet unseen. 


Play on, play on and strike 
The red strings of the will until they quiver; 
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Through fire, whirlwind, death, despair, and 
darkness, 

Like a great wave mounts high the symphony; 

We are, O God, one broken immortal music: 


And we will play on still, 

Though earth respond not, nor the skies make 
echo, 

Till dust of man on dust of earth is scattered, 

And the last sunset’s wave of flame enfolds us. 
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